DICKS’  STANDARD  JjLAYS. 

“WIVES  BY  ADVERTISEMENT,” 

AND 

“WINNING  A  HUSBAND.” 

Written  Respectively  by  Douglas  Jerrold  and  George  Macfarren. 


ORIGINAL  COMPLETE  EDITIONS. 

*  *  These  Plays  can  be  Performed  Without  Risk  of  Infringing 

any  Rights. 


LONDON :  JOHN  DICKS,  313,  STRAND.  ALL  BOOKSELLERS. 

- - - 


Vo.  971. 


.0  o 


THE 

UNIVERSITY 

OF 

WARWICK 

LIBRARY 

The  Gift  of 

fAtr  Q.  Halt 


Now  Ready,  Prioe  Threepence  ;  post-free.  One  Penny  extra, 


THE  ACTOR’S  HAND-SOO 

AND 


.MU IDE  TO  THE  STAGE  FOR  AMATEURS 

Ov  vV^.-:v . 

\W1'. 

;f  BY  THE  OLD  STAGER. 

.£  ‘1 


m: 

'fasjy 
w 


/  — - - - 

aide- Book  contains  Important  Hints  upon  the  following  Subjects  : 


HOW  TO  STUDY. 

HOW  TO  READ. 

HOW  TO  DECLAIM. 

F  W  TO  IMPROVE  THE  VOICE. 

OW  O  MEMORIZE. 

HOW  TO  MAKE  UP  THE  FIGURE. 
HOW  TO  MAKE  UP  THE  FACE. 
HOW  TO  TREAD  THE  STAGE. 


HOW  TO  MANAGE  THE  HANDS. 
HOW  TO  EXPRESS  THE  VARIOUS 
PASSIONS  AND  EMOTIONS. 
HOW  TO  DO  BYE-PLAY. 

HOW  TO  COMPORT  YOURSELF  AS  A 
LADY  OR  GENTLEMAN. 

HOW  TO  OBTAIN  AN  ENGAGE¬ 
MENT. 


.  from  the  Preface  of  the  Work “  There  are  certain  difficulties  that  are 

inseparable  f-om  the  earliest  phases  of  the  dramatic  art.  There  are  others  that  arise 
"hiefly,  if  not  solely,  from  the  want  of  practical  information,  arranged  in  proper  order  and 
oonvered  with  due  simplicity  and  clearness  of  definition.  Such  difficulties  necessarily 
result  in  a  greater  or  less  degree  of  disappontment  to  those  who  are  candidates  for  dramatic 
’  "'ll ours  ;  and  not  unfre  ,uently  lead  to  the  abandonment,  almost  without  actual  trial  of 
*ne  profession  of  the  stage  by  those  who  might,  if  properly  directed,  hare  come  to’ be 
reckoned  among  its  chief  ornaments. 

“  It  the  purpose  of  the  following  pages  to  remove,  where  possible,  and  in  all  cases  to 
tessen  just  such  difficulties,  by  furnishing  a  ready  reference  to  information  which  shall 
smooth  the  way  for  the  more  resolute,  and,  at  the  same  time,  encourage  Hie  desponding  to 
persevere.”  y  e 
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To  those  wishing-  to  marry.— Some  twenty  or  thirty  bale,  strong  young  men  all 
bearing  the  most  undeniable  characters,  and  possessing  the  most  unexceptionable 
personal  attractions,  are  desirous  of  entering  into  a  matrimonial  engagement  Tot 
homines  quot  sentential,  says  the  proverb  ;  therefore  it  is  not  unlikely  that  from 
among  the  crowd  of  Hymeneal  Candidates,  any  lady,  no  matter  how  peculiar  her  taste 
and  general  disposition,  may  select  for  herself  a  suitable  and  congenial  companion. 
There  are  tall  for  the  tall,  short  for  the  short,  thin  for  the  thin,  and  dumpy  for  the 
dumpy  A  great  assortment  of  ladies  pining  in  single  wretchedness,  all  possessed  of 
small  fortunes  accomp hshed,  elegant,  and  beautiful,  may  also  be  treated  with,  apply 
(personally)  at  either  the  Box,  Pit,  or  Gallery  Door  of  the  Theatre,  between  the 
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Brawatis  Sfeiisowai. 

Lovejoke  (Suitor  to  Laura,  ami  Reviler-general  of  Matrimonial  Advertise¬ 
ments)  .  ,  •••  •••  "•  ••• 

The  Hon.  Jeskins  Cigar  (With  Twenty  Aliases,  Swindler  and  Advertisemeut- 
monger,  on  the  look-out  for  Ladies  with  a  small  Income)  ...  ...  ••• 

Shanks  (A  Cross-sweeper,  Ambitious  of  Obtaining  a  Lady  of  Respectable  Con¬ 
nexions,  through  the  means  of  the  Newspapers) .  •••  ••• 

PURL  (Landlord  of  the  “  BLue  Lion,”  House  of  Call  for  those  m  the  Wife 

Advertisement  Business)  . „  •••  •••  .  •• 

Threeouts  (Waiter  at  the  “  Blue  Lion,”  Wapping,  and  Master  of  toe  Ceremonies) 

Laura  .  (Niece  of  Miss  Broomblossom,  and  engaged  to  Lovejoke)  ... 

Miss  Broomblossom  (Au  Elderly  Maiden,  exclaiming  agaiust  the  depravity  of 
the  Age,  with  a  Matrimonial  Advertisement  in  the  “  Morning  Herald  )  ... 
Miss  Bluebelle  (A  Lady  of  Letters  and  Candidate  for  Matrimonial  pre¬ 
eminence)  .  .  •••  ■ . 

Miss  Catcsfly  ...  (A  Wife  for  any  Advertiser  at  five  minutes  notice) 


Jane 

Mart 


(Two  little  Truant  Girls  from  Boarding  School) 
Suitors,  Male  and  Female,  Beadles,  Police  Officers,  &c. 
Time  of  Representation.— Fifty  Minutes. 


Mr.  Wynne. 

Mr.  Lewis. 

Mr.  Mortimer. 

Mr.  Porteus. 
Mr.  H.  George. 
Mrs.  Davidge. 

Mrs.  Weston. 

Miss  Hallande. 
Mrs.  Dauson. 
Miss  Boden. 
HissE.  Boden. 


M.  O  D  E  B  U  COSTUME. 


So  far  as  the  costumes  of  this  Farce  are  concerned,  there  is  nothing  so  very  particular  in» 
the  text,  as  to  rigidly  compel  an  adherence  to  the  one  style  of  one  particular  period.  As  this- 
Farce  was  originally  dressed,  the  style  aud  fashion  of  that  time  (1828)  was  adopted,  but  there 
is  no  actual  necessity  for  it,  aud  may  be  altered  according,  to  the  actors’  views,  to  the  leading 
fashions  prevailing  at  the  time  when  the  Farce  is  revived. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 

Exits  and  Entrances. — R.  means  Right ;  L.  Left ;  D.  F.  Boor  in  Flat;  R  D.  Right  Door • 
L.  D.  Left  Door ;  S.  E.  Second  Entrance;  U.  E.  Upper  Entrance;  M.  D.  Middle  Door;  L.  U.  E. 
Left  Upper  Entrance ;  R.  H.  E.  Right  Upper  Entrance;  L.  S.  E.  Left  Second  Entrance;  P.  S„ 
Prompt  Side;  0.  P.  Opposite  Prompt. 

Relative  Positions. — R.  means  Right;  L.  Left;  0.  Centre;  R.  C.  Right  of  Centre;  L.  G- 
Left  of  Centre. 

R.  RC.  C.  LC.  L. 

***  The  Reader  is  supposed  to  he  on  the  Stage,  facing  the  Audience. 


WIVES  BY 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


SC-iNE  I. — An  Apartment  in  Miss  Broomhlossom’s 
Rouse. 

Enter  LOYEJOKE  and  LAURA,  l.  h. 

Love.  Very  well,  madam— very  well,  I  shall  leave 
yon — I  shall  quit  yon,  madam— leave  yon  to  the 

horrors  of  a  disturbed  conscience,  and - 

Laura.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Excuse  me,  but,  really, 
your  seriousness  is  so  laughable. 

Love.  Well,  madam,  I’m  going. 

Laura.  My  dear  Mr.  Lovejoke,  you  have  been  say¬ 
ing  so  these  three-quarters  of  an  hour. 

Love.  Aye  ;  but  now  I  am  really  going.  I’m - 

Eh,  why  don’t  you  seem  alarmed  ? 

Laura.  Don’t  I  ?  Oh,  then  you  mistake  me !  Yes, 
I  am  considerably  alarmed.  Don’t  you  see  how 
dreadfully  I’m  agitated  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Love.  To  remain  after  such  unfeeling  treatment 
would  prove  me  as  insensible  as  yourself.  No, 
madam ;  I  rush— I  fly  from  your  presence  ! 

(Talces  a  chair.) 

Laura.  Pray,  Mr.  Lovejoke,  do  you  intend  to 
rush— to  fly— sitting? 

Love.  Sitting,  madam!  No — yes — perhaps  I  do. 
When  I  am  gone,  madam,  you  will  then  know  the 
extent  of  your  loss. 

Laura.  You  seem  in  no  hurry  to  awaken  me  to  a 
sense  of  my  destitution. 

Love.  Perhaps,  madam,  you  think  husbands  are 
as  plentiful  as  gnats  on  a  summer’s  night  ? 

Laura.  Just  so.  The  town  is  swarming  with 

them. 

Love.  What,  then,  you  think  we  are  at  discount 
— a  very  drug  in  the  market  ? 

Laura.  An  absolute  drug !  Why,  within  these 
three  days  I’ve  had  no  less  than  fifty  public 
invitations  to  enter  into  the  blissful  state  of  matri¬ 
mony. 

Love.  You  !  Invitations  !  Matrimony  !  Madam  ! 
Laura.  Why  really,  Mr.  Lovejoke,  you  pronounce 
the  word  as  if  it  were  some  conjuror’s  spell  to  raise 
or  lay  ghosts  with !  I  said  matrimony — invitations 
to  a  matrimonial  engagement.  I  know  they  were 
all  addressed  to  me. 

Love.  To  you!  And  pray,  madam,  how  do  yon 
know  that  ? 

Laura.  Oh,  nothing  more  easy!  By  the  descrip¬ 
tion,  to  be  sure.  First,  the  lady  was  to  be  very 
young,  very  handsome,  remarkably  good-natured, 

with  a  small  fortune  that - 

Love.  Aye;  there’s  the  business!  Why,  I’m 
hanged,  but  you  mean  advertisements  for  wives ! 

Laura.  Of  course!  What  did  you  think  I 
meant  ? 


_  Love.  Why,  madam,  every  one  of  those  adver¬ 
tisements  is  a  lime-twig,  set  in  a  newspaper  to  catch, 
the  youthful  and  unwary;  a  pill  of  poison  steeped 
in  sugar  to  catch  little  girls  at  boarding-schools; 
a  baited  hook  for  the  young  and  heedless  fry  of 
fifteen:  a  spring-trap  against  the  quiet  and  the  re¬ 
putation  of  honourable  families. 

Laura.  Oh,  you  monstrous  moralist!  And  why, 
pray,  should  not  a  woman  look  into  a  newspaper 
to  find  a  husband  as  well  as  to  learn  the  fashion  of 
a  bonnet  ? 

Love.  Why,  madam,  if  husbands,  like  bonnets, 
could  be  worn  and  cast  off  again  at  pleasure,  I 
should  see  no  objection;  but,  unfortunately,  with 
husbands  there  is  no  change  of  fashion.  That  is  a 
point  of  refinement  which,  hitherto,  we  have  not 
generally  attained. 

Laura.  That’s  true;  but  I  won’t  hear  truth. 
No ;  there  is  something  very  delightful  and 
romantic  about  these  newspaper  matches.  First 
there  is  the  charming  uncertainty. 

Love.  Yes,  whether  the  gentleman  advertizing 
has  not  already  a  wife  and  ten  children. 

Lavra.  The  question  to  one’s  self,  what  are  liis 
connexions  ?  Perhaps  their  names  adorn  the 
“  Court  Guide  ”  ! 

Love.  Aye,  or  perhaps  the  “  Newgate  Calendar.” 

Laura.  Does  he  belong  to  either  of  the  profes¬ 
sions— is  he  a  soldier  or  a  phys'eian  ? 

Lo vc.  A  common  thief  or  a  genteel  swindler  ? 

Laura.  What  kind  of  a  person  has  he  ?  What 
colour  his  eyes  ? 

Love.  What  the  length  of  his  ears,  and  whether 
he  hasn’t  left  one  in  the  pillory  ? 

Laura.  If  a  soldier,  whether  lie  has  been  wounded, 
in  the  wars  ? 

Love.  And  if  a  thief,  whether  he  has  been 
whipped  in  the  Old  Bailey  ? 

Laura.  Delightful  speculations!  Oh,  there  is 
something  really  admirable  in  such  advertise¬ 
ments  !  I  could  feast  upou  them  all  day  ! 

Love.  Aye,  and  lie  awake  thinking  upon  them  all 
’  I  suppose  P  Precious  contemplations! 
Vyell,  madam,  what  am  I  to  understand  by  all 
tins?  That  you  prefer  a  husband  who  pops  into 
an  advertisement  an  inventory  of  his  qualifications, 
putting  them  to  the  highest  bidder,  or  a  plain  well- 
spoken  mau  like - - 

Laura.  Yourself,  I  suppose? 

Love.  Exactly !  If  not,  perhaps  here  is  an 
!  advertiser  that  may  suit  you.  ( Takes  out  newspaper.) 
i  Here  it  is,  quite  in  the  auctioneer  style!  ‘‘To 
j  Marry.— A  young  man  who,  though  a  foundling 
j  believes  himself  to  be  most  respectably  connected! 

)  He  is  of  a  fresh  colour,  and  his  eye  (for  he  has  but 
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one)  of  a  light-gray.  He  has  a  trifling  impediment 
in  his  speech,  but  gets  over  words  of  two  syllables 
■surprisingly.  He  wears  his  own  hair,  and  has  been 
accustomed  to  darn  his  own  stockings.  Has  an 
-aversion  to  cock-fighting,  and  other  manly  sports. 
Not  addicted  to  swearing  since  fined  by  Sir  Richard 
Birnie.  Of  the  most  quiet  disposition,  having  been 
bound  over  to  keep  the  peace  against  all  the  King’s 
subjects.  N.B.— He  is  a  little  bow-legged.  Would 
be  glad  to  meet  with  a  wife  in  all  respects  like 
himself.  The  advertiser  is  to  be  viewed  between 
the  hours  of  ten  and  four.  Those  ladieswho  come 
after  dusk  must  bring  private  tickets.”  There, 
madam,  there  is  something  delicately  characteristic 
of  the  whole  system. 

Laura.  The  system ! 

Love.  Aye,  system,  madam!  Why,  to  such  an 
extent  has  it  proceeded,  that,  I  am  told,  a  board¬ 
ing-school  miss  lately  answered  the  advertisement 
of  her  father’s  groom,  and  an  elderly  maiden  lady 
from  one  of  the  squares  met  the  appointment  of 
her  own  footman. 

Laura.  Scandal — all  scandal !  But  here  comes 
one  to  champion  me.  . 

Love.  Oh,  I  see  !  This  youth  of  paint  and  straw 
— this  last  number  of  Monkeyana. 


with  intellect,  it  must  have  been  in  the  awkward 

^ Cigar .  Never  mind,  I’ll  not  quarrel  with  you ! 
No,  no;  I’ll  not  fight  — there  shall  be  no  guu- 

P°L<mr  If  you  did  fight,  there  would  be  no  ball,  I 

warrant!  ,  .  ,, 

Laura.  Now,  pray,  Mr.  Lovejoke,  leave  Mr. 
Cigar  alone!  What  is  that— a  newspaper  ?  Is  there 
another  advertisement?  Oh,  here  comes  my 
aunt? 


Enter  CIGAR,  l.  h. 


Enter  MISS  BROOMBLOSSOM,  K.  h. 


Cigar.  Miss  Laura,  I  worship  you!  Mr.  Love- 
joke,  I’m  yours !  ,  0 

Laura.  Well,  dear  Mr.  Cigar,  what  s  the  news  ? 
Anything  stirring  ?  ,  ,  „  _  ,, 

Cigar.  What,  haven’t  you  heard  ?  Haven  t  you 
heard  about  the  Colonel’s  advertisement  ? 

Laura.  What  Colonel,  and  what  advertisement  ? 

Cigar.  Why,  Colonel  Straptoo— he  has  advertised 
for  wife. 

Love.  For  a  wife  !  Why  I  never  knew  that  his 
own  lady  was  dead  ! 

Cigar.  No  more  she  is. 

Both.  No!  ...  ., 

Cigar.  No ;  but  the  physicians  have  given  it  as 
their  opinion  that  she  can’t  live  a  week,  and  so  the 
Colonel’s  determined  to  lose  no  time. 

Laura.  Oh,  impossible— it  can’t  be ! 

Cigar.  A  fact,  I  assure  you,  and,  perhaps,  you 
are  not  aware  who  has  answered  the  advertise¬ 
ment?  Now  who  do  you  think?  Why  Mrs. 
Doublechin.  _  , 

Love.  No,  no,  no,  that  will  not  do  ! 

Cigar.  Not  do !  What  do  you  mean  will  not  do, 
sir  ? 

Love.  Why,  I  myself  saw  Mr.  Doublechin  yester¬ 


day 


'  Cigar.  That  may  be,  sir— that  may  be ;  but  you 
know  poor  Mr.  D.  has  the  gout  in  his  stomach  every 
September.  The  doctors  say  he  could  never  sur¬ 
vive  another  bout.  Now  his  wife  expects  him  to 
be  attacked  every  day.  Bless  you,  his  epitaph  has 
been  made  these  six  months ! 

Love.  I  never  can  believe  in  such  heartlessness. 
Cigar.  Heartlessness  !  Lord  bless  you,  the  heart 
lias  nothing  to  do  with  marriage  now  ;  no,  nor  the 

head  either !  ,  ,  .  , 

Love.  Indeed!  And  yet  being  an  engagement 
wanting  neither  heart  nor  head,  how  is  it  you  are 

Sin<Cigar.  Come,  sir,  don’t  be  so  rude;  consider  my 
feelings !  Do  you  think,  sir,  I’ve  not  kept  up  with 
the  march  of  intellect? 

Love.  Intellect!  Faith,  if  ever  you  marched 


Miss  Broom.  Heyday,  why  here’s  a  con  vocation— 
here’s  an  assembly !  Oh,  the  immoral  freedoms 
of  the  age !  Here’s  a  young  lady  talking  with  two 
gentlemen  with  all  the  ease  and  self-composure  of 

a  grandmother.  . 

Laura.  La,  aunt,  I  was  only  hearing  the  news- 
only  hearing  how  Mr.  Cigar  read  a  matrimonial 

advertisement.  .  ,  ,  ,.  , ,  TT  u 

Miss  Broom.  A  matrimonial  advertisement  !  Ugn  , 
the  papers  are  full  of  them !  I’d  soon  take  hold  ot 
a  handful  of  fireworks  as  a  newspapei ,  now. 

Laura.  La,  why,  aunt,  such  advertisements  can  t 
hurt  vou,  at  your  time  of  life ! 

Miss  Broom.  Ah,  the  morals  of  the  age !  Why  i. 
declare,  if  the  present  plan  continues,  there  s  an 
end  to  all  billing  and  cooing— marriage  becomes 

quite  a  matter  of  merchandize. 

Love.  Just  my  opinion,  exactly!  Quite  a  day¬ 
book  and  ledger  affair.  Why,  madam,  I  m  told 
there’s  to  be  a  market  opened  for  the  disposal  of 
husbands. 

All.  A  market ! 

Love.  A  market;  and  the  newspapers  are  to  give 
a  regular  report,  as  they  now  do  of  Smithfleld. 

All.  Impossible! 

Love.  True,  I  assure  you !  Thus  we  may  suppose, 
the  report  will  run  as  follows.  (Reads  newspaper.) 

“  Matrimonial  market. — There  was  a  tolerable 
show  at  this  day’s  market,  and  prices  were  kept 
up.  A  great  demand  for  fine,  stout,  handsome, 
young  bachelors — the  short,  ordinary,  went  off  at 
a  decrease.  Business  was  brisk  for  young  widowers 
from  five-and-twenty  to  thirty  — prime  picked 
samples  obtained  any  price.  Several  widows 
bought  largely.  In  old  bachelors,  of  three  score 
and'upwards,  nothing  doing!” 

Miss  Broom.  Well,  dear  me,  I  shouldn  t  wonder 
if  it  came  to  this  !  It’s  quite  alarming !  What  a 
wreck  of  delicate  sentiment ! 

Love.  Delicate  sentiment,  madam  !  Why  I  hear 
that  all  circulating  libraries  have  gone  down  fifty 

percent!  „  .  .  . ,  .  , 

Cigar.  But,  bless  you,  all  this  is  nothing! 
Haven’t  you  heard  of  the  bazaar  ? 

All.  The  bazaar  1  What  bazaar  ? 

Cigar.  What,  yon  haven’t  heard  of  it  ?  Why, 
the  bazaar  for  husbands— the  “  The  Royal  Turtle¬ 
dove  Love-to-death-and-distractiou  Bazaar.”  Who 
do  you  think  is  the  principal  patroness  ?  ( Whispers 
them.)  There! 

Laura.  La! 

Miss  Broom.  At  her  time  of  life! 

Cigar.  It  will  be  the  most  complete  thing 
imaginable.  How  do  you  think  all  the  gentlemen 
in  want  of  wives  are  to  be  arranged  ? 

Love.  Can’t  tell. 

Cigar.  In  sacks. 

All.  In  sacks ! 

Cigar.  In  sacks,  tied  up  over  their  heads,  with  a 


description  of  their  persons,  connection,  and  cha¬ 
racters  written  out  in  a  plain  text,  and  hung  as  a 
label  at  the  mouth  of  every  bag. 

Laura.  What  a  delicate  idea ! 

Miss  Broom.  The  depravity  of  the  age ! 

Cigar.  Thus  any  lady  in  wans  of  a  husband  has 
only  to  choose  from  the  label,  and,  as  a  parson  will 
be  in  constant  waiting,  and  a  woman  attend  with 
wedding-rings  of  all  sizes,  the  marriage  may  take 
place  on  the  spot. 

Miss  Broom.  What,  with  the  man  in  the  sack  ? 

Cigar.  With  the  man  in  the  sack. 

Miss  Broom.  Impossible !  No,  it  can’t  be!  How 
can - 

Cigar.  No,  I  had  forgotten  !  No,  not  with  all 
the  man  in  the  sack — no  !  A  hole  will  be  cut  in  the 
side  of  each  sack,  in  order  that  the  bridegroom’s 
hand  may  be  joined  with  that  of  the  bride ;  bnt  no 
more. 

Love.  And,  according  to  my  judgment,  a  more 
deliberate  mode  than  that  of  advertizing. 

Laura.  Oh,  well  rembered  !  You  had  an  adver¬ 
tisement,  Mr.  Cigar. 

Cigar.'  Yes,  here  it  is  !  Now  I  want  your  opinion 
upon  this  ;  I  think  I  know  the  writer. 

Love.  Allow  me,  Mr.  Cigar.  (Takes  paper.)  “  To 
the  fair  sex  possesed  of  ten  thousand  a-year !  A 
desirable  opportunity  !  The  advertiser  is  a  gentle¬ 
man  aged  five-and-twenty;  height,  five  feet  nine, 
has  been  inoculated  and  had  the  measles,  of  a  florid 
complexion,  with  two  eyes  that  have  done  some  mis¬ 
chief  ;  he  wears  his  own  hair,  and  his  monstachios, 
though  in  the  stubble  at  present,  promise  to  be 
forward  in  the  spring.”  (Aside.)  Why,  the  coxcomb, 
this  is  himself !  “The  advertiser  wishes  to  meet 
with  an  agreeable  partner  ;  she  must  know  the  Wel¬ 
lington  Quadrilles,  have  read  “  Guy  Mannering,” 
taken  at  least  five  lessons  in  French  from  Mr. 
Hamilton,  and  be  able  to  sing  at  sight  “  I’d  be  a 
Butterfly,”  or  “  Blue  Bonnets  over  the  Border”; 
if  town  bred,  all  the  better ;  if  from  the  country, 
will  endeavour  to  put  up  with  her.  The  advertiser 
thinks  he  need  not  state  that  he  is  at  present  a 
single  man ;  his  views  in  life  are  large.  Direct 
to  I.  C.,  the  *  Blue  Lion,’  Wapping.  No  letters  re¬ 
ceived  unless  brought  in  a  carriage  and  four ;  has 
a  particular  admiration  of  a  livery  of  green  and 
silver.” 

Laura.  What  a  fine,  high-spirited  gentleman. 
Love.  Gentleman?  Why,  I  warrant  that  this 
is  some  needy  rascal  that,  like  a  poodle  dog,  has 
but  one  coat  to  his  back. 

Cigar.  Mind  what  you  say,  sir— mind  !  (Aside.) 

I  shall  betray  myself.  Now,  really,  Mr.  Lovejoke, 
you  are  too  censorious  ! 

Love.  Yes,  I  am,  I  confess  it!  I  am  too  censo¬ 
rious.  I  shall,  however,  quit  you,  Miss  Laura,  for 
the  present,  and  when  we  again  meet,  I  trust  we 
shall  better  understand  and  more  truly  appreciate 
the  character  of  each  other. 

[E.xit,  L.  H. 

Cigar.  Well,  ladies,  where  shall  we  go  this  morn¬ 
ing — where  ?  Why,  I  declare  here’s  another  adver¬ 
tisement  that  had  escaped  my  eye ! 

Miss  Broom.  (Aside.)  Support  me ;  it’s  my  little 
production ! 

Cigar.  “  Matrimony !  A  lady  of  a  certain  age.” 
That’s  of  the  dark  side  of  threescore,  I  warrant 
me! 

Laura.  Or  perhaps  wintering  in  three  score  ten. 
Miss  Broom.  Mr.  Cigar — Laura,  when  you  have 
done  reading  the  follies  of  the  day,  you  will,  per- 
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haps,  regain  a  necessary  respect  for  your  elders  in. 
life.  If  you  must  read,  read  without  comment, 
sir. 

Cigar.  (Reads.)  “  Though  not  too  old  to  be 
insensible  of  a  tender  passion,  wishes  for  a  part¬ 
ner.  As  the  lady  is  fond  of  water  parties,  it  is- 
necessary  that  her  husband  must  swim.”  Why, 
she  d  better  have  advertised  for  a  Newfoundland 
dog  at. once.  “He  must  be  of  the  most  spotless 
integrity  (no  lawyer  need  apply),  and  if  in  the  cause 
of  his  King  and  country  he  has  lost  a  leg,  or  an 
arm,  or  both,  he  will  be  no  less  welcome  to  the 
advertiser,  an  admirer  of  heroic  deeds.”  It 
is  evident  the  lady  has  no  time  to  be  particular. 

All  that  the  lady  is  desirous  of,  in  return  for  her 
hand,  heart,  and  fortune,  is  the  most  perfect  obe¬ 
dience  and  docility.  Direct  A.  B.,  ‘  Blue  Lion,' 
Wapping.”  (Aside.)  Why,  my  very  direction  !  Ha, 
ha,  ha! 

Laura.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Poor  A.  B. 

Miss  Broom.  The  depravity  of  the  times !  Direct 
to  I.  C.”  and  “A.  B.”  Why  the  whole  alphabet’s 
running  after  wives  and  husbands. 

Cigar.  But  ladies — ladies,  I  came  to  take  you  out.. 
I  want  you  to  pay  a  visit— a  wedding  visit. 

Laura.  A  wedding  visit !  Who  to  ? 

Cigar.  To  the  late  Miss  Golightly. 

Laura.  Married  !  Why,  when,  and  how  ? 

Cigar.  Oh,  by  advertisement— by  advertisement ! ' 
Yestei  day  morning  at  nine  o’clock  she  saw  some¬ 
thing  that  she  thought  would  suit  her  in  the 
papers.  She  took  a  chariot,  called  upon  a  friend, 
to  serve  for  bride’s-maid,  dropped  in  at  a  pastry- 
cook  s  to  order  the  cake,  the  ring  she  had  had  by, 
her  for  along  period,  met  the  advertiser  for  the- 
hrst  time  at  half-past  ten,  was  at  Doctors’  Commons, 
at  eleven,  and  became  Mrs.  Nickem  at  a  quarter  to 
twelve  All  this  by  advertisement,  and  I’m  told 
that  although  they’ve  known  one  another  but— 
(takes  out  his  watch)— three-and-twentv  hours  they 
are  the  happiest  couple  in  the  world.  Come 
ladies— come,  for  I  promised  you  should,  and  Mrs! 

IN .  is,  doubtless,  all  expectation. 

C Exeunt ,  l.  Hi, 

SCENE  II.— Room  in  “  Blue  Lion,”  Wapping. 

Enter  PlTRL  and  THREEOUTS. 

Purl.  Now,  Threeouts,  my  lad,  mind  what  you 
are  about.  Keep  a  sharp  look  out,  and  the  “  Blue 
Lion  is  made. 

Three.  Never  fear  me,  master.  Why,  I  declare 
business  has  sprung  up  here  all  of  a  sudden !  I 
hav  n’t  taken  in  less  than  five  or  six  hundred 
letters  to-day,  all  marked  “I.  C.”  and  “A  B” 
And  then  there’s  crowds  of  ladies  and  gentlemen 
shabby  and  genteel,  genteel  and  shabby,  all  in! 
quirmg  for  the  same  parties. 

P“ rl-  Ayt)  th?t>s  &  boy-that’s  it.  If  I  can 
make  the  Blue  Lion  the  house  of  call  for  those 
who  belong  to  the  new  trade _ 

Three.  The  new  trade  !  Why,  wliat  new  trade  ? ' 
Pw  l.  Why,  the  marrying  trade. 

Three.  Why  that’s  as  old  as  Adam. 

Thre'p  A/n\bufc  marrying  by  advertisement. 
,«^.n°wi  know  what  Tom  meant  when 
he  said  he  d  have  a  seven  shilling  chance  in  the 
newspapers  for  a  Oman  of  fortune,  and  I’ve  a  good 
mind  to  try  myself.  I’ll  give  ’em  ten  shillings  and 
have  my  picture  cut  in  wood  and  printed  a’  top  of 
it,  and  then  it  can’t  fail.  p 

Put  l.  But  first,  my  lad,  look  to  business.  Show. 
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the  company  into  tlie  rooms  as  they  come.  Be 
careful— be  careful,  and  the  “  Blue  Lion"  will  yet 


flourish. 


[Exit,  K.  H. 


Enter  SHANKS,  across- sweeper,  withbut  one  arm 
and  leg,  L.  H. 

Three.  I  say,  Master  Shanks,  what  do  you  do 
'here,  walking  into  the  parlour  ? 

Shanks.  Just  a  vord  vith  you,  Master  Three- 
outs.  I  vamt  you  to  do  me  a  favour. 

Three.  No,  no;  I  can’t — I  can’t  trust  you  not  a 
half-pint  more. 

Shanks.  That  for  your  trust.  I  shall  be  a  gentle¬ 
man  in  a  day  or  two  ;  only  I  vants  you  to  lend  me 
your  master’s  coat  and  a  piece  of  soap. 

Three.  My  master’s  coat  and  a  piece  of  soap  ? 
.Shanks.  Yes;  just  to  make  myself  smart.  (Pulls 
out  newspaper.)  Look  here  !  See  that.  There’s  an 
old  woman  want’s  a  man  with  one  leg  and  one 
arm.  Now  I’m  the  fellow.  There’s  hot  one  man 
out  of  a  hundred  can  suit  her  like  me. 

Three.  Well,  and  so  it  is!  Ecod,  it’s  an  odd 

'  Shanks.  I’ve  sent  a  letter,  and  she  says  she’ll 
meet  me  here.  Now  if  you’ll  iend  me  what  I  want, 

when  I’ve  married  her,  I - 

Three.  Married  her!  Why,  I  say,  you  forget. 
Master  Shanks,  you  know  you  have  one  wife. 

Shanks.  Eh !  Lord  bless  me,  so  I  have.  I  quite 
Sorgot.  But  this  is  such  a  rare  bit  of  luck,  dang 
it  I’ll  risk  it !  Will  you  leud  me  the  coat  ? 

'  ’Three.  I  have  it.  i  tell  you  what  I’ll  do.  I  see 
the  old  one  here  talks  something  about  King  and 
-muntry.  Now  there’s  au  officer  that  went  away 
from  here  and  left  bis  naval  regimentals  up-stairs 
.in  the  trunk.  I’ll  lend  them  to  you.  _ 

‘  Shanks.  Capital,  capital ;  the  very  thing  ! 

Three.  And,  moreover,  he  had  but  one  pm 
like  you,  and  has  left  behind  him  his  Sunday 

wooden  leg.  , 

Shanks.  The  very  thing,  my  boy— the  very  thinD  . 
That  for  the  broom.  (Throws  the  broom  away.) 

T  shall  sweep  no  more  crossings. 

Three.  You  know,  Master  Shanks,  if  you  many 
like  dowager,  I  go  halves  with  you  iu  the  money, 
oor  no  coat— no,  nor  no  soap. 

Shanks.  Halves!  Of  course  you  shall.  But 
come,  there’s  no  time  to  be  lost  _  ...  ,  , 

Three.  Well,  do  you  go  up-stairs  to  the  back 
rnnrret,  open  the  large  black  box,  and  there  you  11 
flud  the  things.  I’ll  come  directly. 

Shanks.  I  know,  I  know  !  A  clean  face  and  a 
new  coat,  and  if.  hard  it  the  can  L.  H. 

Three.  Now  why  have  I  more  than  one  leg  and 
arm  ?  I  should  have  made  my  fortune.  I  declare 
*  here’s  no  encouragement  for  perfection  in  this 
world1  (Violent  knocking  and  ringing  without. 
Female  voices  crying,  “ Landlord !  Waiter!  ‘Blue 
Lion1’  We  want  I.  C. !”)  There  they  aie,  want- 
inrr  j  C  amain.  (Knocking  and  ringing.  Male 
voices'  "Landlord!  Waiter!  Where  the  devil 
are  you  ?  We  want  A.  B."  Now  there  s  A.  B. 

Enter  MISS  CATCHFLY,  l.  h. 

Miss  C.  Waiter !  Are  you  the  waiter  ?  Excuse 

me,  but  pray  can  I  see  I.  C.  ?  .  ,  , 

Three.  No!  I.  C.  is  not  to  bo  seen  just  at 

»reM?ss  C.  Is  there  no  apartment  where  I  can 
adjust  my  head-dress  ?  There  is  a  bonnet  of  mine 


down-stairs,  if  you  will  be  kind  enough  to  seo  it 
brought  bp.  (Returning.)  I  beg  your  pare o-nv but 
if  you  should  not  be  able  to  get  it  in  at  the  door, 
you  will  probably  be  kind  enough  to  take  outrone 
of  the  windows.  Thankee,  young  man. 

[Exit,  i*.  nc* 


Enter  MISS  BLUEBELLE,  1  33.  i>.  h.,  in  a  very 
mysterious  and  melo -dramatic  style. 

Miss  Blue.  A  million  pardons!  Youfil  excuse 
my  agitation — marriage  is  an  awful  affair. 

Three.  Why,  yes,  so  they  say.  I  never  tried  it 
myself — have  you  P 

Miss  Blue.  Alas,  young  man!  That  question  at 
such  a  period!  Tell  me— speak— in  the  dear 
man - 

Three.  The  dear  man !  . 

Miss  Blue.  Aye,  the  dear  I.  C.  Is  he  m  the 

house  ?  ,  I'd 

Three.  Not  at  present.  Do  you  know  him  P 
Miss  Blue.  Know  him !  What  a  question  ! 
Haven’t  I  read  his  advertisement?  Who,  with 
sensibility  like  mine,  could  fail  to  know  him  ?  The 
very  counterpart  of  the  sweet  Henry  St.  Alin- 
court,  the  lovely  hero  of  that  loveliest  of  novels, 
in  five  thick  octavo  volumes,  called  by  the  affecting 
title  of  “  Why  did  you  Die ;  or,  the  Twice  Broken 

Heart!"  ,  v  ^ 

Three.  Very  likely,  ma’am.  I  don’t  know  but  ho 
may  be  a  cousin  of  his. 

Miss  Blue.  What  is  your  name,  young  man  ? 

Three.  Tlireeonts,  ma’am. 

Miss  Blue.  Tlireeonts!  I  never  met  with  the 
name  before.  But,  dear  Mr.  Threeouts,  when  Mr. 

I.  C.  arrives,  you  will  not  fail  to  inform  him  that 
Miss  Sappho  Jemima  Bluebelle  requests  the  first 
in  ter  view. 

Three.  Ah,  you  are  right  to  speak  for  the  first, 
because  somebody  else  may  snap  him  up  1 

Miss  Blue.  Somebody  else,  base-minded  crea¬ 
ture  !  (Crosses  to  R.  h.)  Know  yon  uot  that  we 
are  designed  for  each  other?  That  hearts  are 
formed  in  pairs  ? 

Three.  I  can’t  tell,  ma’am,  I’m  sure;  but  I 
know  if  hearts  are  formed  in  pairs,  a  newspaper’s 
a  devilish  odd  place  for  them  to  couple  iu. 

Miss  Blue.  But  you’ll  not  forget  P  Now,  then,  to 
indulge  in  a  delightful  reverie,  until  awakened  by 
the  presence  of  the  dear  I.  C.  (Going.  Returns .) 
Excuse  me,  I  feel  very  faint,  be  kind  euougli  to 
bring  me  a  glass  of  hot  brandy-and-water  and  a 
biscuit. 

[Exit,  R.  H.  1  13. 

Three.  Yes,  ma’am  !  Heyday,  who  are  these  ? 

Enter  MARY  and  JANE,  two  schoolgirls,  i».  h.  1  e. 

Mary.  I  say,  this  is  the  place— this  is  the  place. 

(Looking  at  newspaper.) 

Jane.  Do  you  ask  him. 

Mary.  No,  I  don’t  like !  Do  you  ? 

Jane.  Well,  here  goes !  I  say,  young  man  ! 

Three.  Well,  what  do  you  want,  and  where  do 
you  come  from  ? 

Jane.  Why,  we  came  from - But  you  won’t 

tell,  and  send  ns  back  arain  ?  Well,  then,  we  came 
from  Mrs.  Grimlook’s  boarding-school,  at  Hack¬ 
ney. 

Three.  And  what  brought  you  here  ? 

Jane.  Why,  you  soe,  we  ran  away  without  our 
breakfast  to  be  in  time  ;  and  we  came  for— yes,  \va 
came -  Do  you  tell  him,  sister  ? 
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Mary.  Why,  we  came  to  speak  to  Mr.  I.  C. 

Three.  Oh,  you  came  to  see  Mr.  I.  C.,  eh  ?  \  cry 
well,  just  run  into  this  room. 

Mary.  But  isn’t  he  here  ? 

Three.  He  will  be  here  directly  ! 

Jane.  Mind  we  see  him,  then  ! 

Three.  Yes,  yes;  run  in!  ( Shuts  them  in  another 
room,  and  locks  door,  L.  h.  door  in  llat.)  Come,  I  11 
<lo  some  good,  I’ll  lock  them  up,  send  a  messenger 
to  Mrs.  Grimlook’s,  at  Hackney,  and  get  the 
reward  from  their  fathers  and  mothers!  Hullo, 
here  comes  a  whole  dock  of  them ! 

Enter  a  crowd  of  FEMALES. 


Enter  THREE0UT3,  L.  H.  2  E. 

Three.  I’ve  left  b  hanks  helping  the  old  lady  up 
stairs.  Hey,  who’s  this  ? 

Love.  The  waiter,  I  suppose  ?  Pray,  are  there 
any  letters  for  I.  C.  ? 

Three.  Yes,  a  few. 

Love.  Well,  let  me  see  them  ! 

Three.  But  how  am  I  to  know  that  you  be  I.  C.  ? 
Love.  How!  ( Gives  him  money.)  Have  you  any 
doubt?  ,  , 

Three.  Not  the  least.  Here,  bring  up  the  letters 

for  I.  C.  1 

Enter  Servants  with  hamper  of  letters. 


Females.  (All  speaking  together.)  Waiter,  is  Mr, 
I.  C.  come  ?  Is  he  in  the  house  ? 

Three.  No,  ladies— no !  He’ll  be  here,  I  daresay, 
very  soon.  But,  la,  what  a  crowd !  What  are  you 
going  to  do  with  him  among  you?  But  you’d 
better  all  go  into  that  room. 

One  of  the  Ladies.  Yes,  because  we  want  to  con¬ 
sult  our  toilet  before  the  dear  man  comes. 

Three.  Well,  here’s  the  room— here’s  the  r.oom  ! 

All  enter,  crying.  You’ll  be  sure  to  let  us  know 
when  he  comes.” 


Enter  MISS  BROOMBLOSSOM,  l.  n.  1  e.,  with  a 
bundle  of  letters. 

Miss  Broom.  I  have  escaped  from  Mr.  Cigar  and 
way  niece,  in  order  to  see  what  letters  are  here  for 
me ;  for,  though  I  have  received  one  from  a  Mr. 
.Shanks,  I  may  as  well  take  my  choice  from  a 
variety.  But  I  must  be  very  careful.  No,  no;  I 
shall  not  be  deceived  like  Miss  Cfoligktly.  The  dear 
girl!  Scarcely  had  we  got  into  her  house,  than 
two  Bow  Street  officers  came  in  to  take  up  her  new 
husband,  Mr.  Nickem,  for  returning  from  trans¬ 
portation.  Let  me  see!  (Opens  a  letter.)  “Dear 
madam, — Seeing  you  want  a  husband,  I  beg  leave 
to  offer  myself  for  the  situation.  Unfortunately, 
I  have  all  my  legs  and  arms  about  me.  Seeing, 
however,  that  you  are  partial  to  heroes,  I  beg  to 
inform  you  that  I  received  three  bullets  in  my 
head  in  the  last  American  war,  none  of  which  have 
yet  been  extracted;  would,  however,  if  required, 
have  no  objection  to  walk  with  a  crutch  and  wear 
one  arm  in  a  sling.  Yours,  in  waiting,  Timothy 
Slug.”  A  very  civil,  obliging  gentleman. 

Three.  Pray,  ma’am,  do  you  stand  for  A.  B.  ? 

Miss  Broom.  No— yes— that  is,  I  came  for  a  friend 
bearing  those  initials  !  Has  anyone  inquired  ? 

Three.  Inquired?  Bless  you  there’s  quite  a  crowd 
•outside. 

Miss  Broom.  Oh,  dear,  I  shall  be  torn  to  pieces ! 
A  crowd  ? 

Three.  Yes  ;  but  there’s  one  gentleman  m  par¬ 
ticular  up-stairs. 

Miss  Broom.  What  sort  of  gentleman  ? 

Three.  Why,  that  is,  only  half  a  gentleman,  for 
he  has  a  leg  and  wing  shot  away,  and  his  name 
is - 

Miss  Broom.  Shanks ! 

Three.  The  vei'y  same.  This  way ,  ma’am — this 
way!  (Aside.)  I’ll  show  her  up-stairs  into  the 
garret.  This  way! 

rS/mcs  her  oft,  l.  h.  2  e. 


Enter  LOVEJOKE,  L,  h.  1  E. 

Love.  Here  I  am  at  the  “  Blue  Lion,”  Wapping ! 
An  elegant  place  of  congregation,  truly  !  Why,  it 
eems  as  if  the  whole  place  was  besieged ! 


Love.  What,  all  these  for  one  poor  man  ? 

Three.  All!  La,  there’s  not  half!  Bring  up  the 
other  hamper ! 

Love.  No,  not  one  more  at  present,  a  few  from 
this  one  will  do.  (Takes  a  handful  of  letters.)  There 
now,  away  with  it!  Here’s  one  sealed  with  a 
thimble,  another  with  a  halfpenny,  here’s  a  heart 
upon  a  gridiron,  and  here  a  Cupid  in  small  clothes. 
Now  for  a  look  at  the  contents.  (Opens  one.)  “Mr. 
I.  C.,  I  am  a  widow  left  with  a  small  property  at 
present  lying  idle,  would  wish  to  meet  with  an 
industrious  partner  who  could  improve  it.  Have 
only  seven  children  by  my  first  marriage,  but  all 
of  them  of  the  sweetest  tempers  possible.  Should 
you  feel  inclined  to  accept  my  offer,  I  will  meet 
you  this  day  month,  at  St.  Martin’s  Church,  and 
no  further  questions  asked. — Yours,  Lucy  Short- 
love.  P.S. — A  lady’s  age  being  a  delicate  matter, 
beg  to  refer  you  to  the  parish  register.”  So  much 
for  Mrs.  Shortlove,  now  for  another.  “  Sir, — I  feel 
myself  urged  to  reply  to  your  advertisement.  I  am 
young,  handsome,  and  agreeable,  and  need  not  add 
that  I  must  improve  the  fortune  of  my  husband, 
being  at  present  exhibited  as  the  youthful  giantess 
from  North  Carolina.  Feeling  that  in  a  matri¬ 
monial  engagement  there  should  be  no  deceit,  I  beg 
to  inform  you  that  I  am  not  seven  feet  four  without 
my  stockings,  as  printed  in  the  bills,  but  only 
seven  feet  three  and  three-quarters.  I  sing  sweetly, 
and  except  when  I  lamed  two  of  my  keepers,  was 
never  once  in  a  passion. — Highly  yours,  Carlotta 
Chirambazo.”  What  says  this  ?  (Opens  another.) 
“  Sir,  if  yon  mean  truly,  so  do  I.  I  send  you  my 
profile,  for  which  I  paid  one  and  threepence.  I’ll 
meet  you  on  Monday  night  in  the  Coburg  pit.  I 
shall  be  dressed  in  a  white  gown,  a  white  bonnet 
with  green  ribbons,  and  a  flower  in  it.  You  may 
know  it’s  me,  for  when  you  look  at  me  I  shall 
laugh.  Don’t  care  much  about  marrying,  only  I 
live  in  a  lone  house  without  any  shutters. — Yours, 
Tereza  Finical.  P.S. — Has  never  been  married  be¬ 
fore,  so  relies  upon  I.  C.’s  honour.”  (Miss  Broom- 
blossom  speaks,  L.  H.  2  e.)  Eh,  why,  who’s  this  ? 
Waiter,  do  you  know  who  that  is  ? 

Three.  Oh,  yes,  that’s  A.  B. ! 

[Exit,  E.  H. 

Love.  A.  B. !  Why,  it’s  Laura’s  hypocritical  old 
aunt! 

Enter  MISS  BROOMBLOSSOM,  l.  h.  2  e. 

Miss  Broom.  A  delightful  man !  All  the  in¬ 
genuous  gallantry  of  his  profession.  Eh,  another 
suitor,  I  fear ! 

Love.  ( Having  slouched  his  hat  and  put  on  a  pair 
of  green  spectacles.)  Madam,  are  you  not  A.  B.  ? 

Miss  Broom.  Yes,  sir  ;  but  circumstances  having 
arisen,  I  am  afraid  you  are  too  late, 
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Love.  Too  late  ? 

Miss  Broom.  Yes,  sir.  I  have  already  given  my 

word  to  a  gallant  officer,  who -  Ah,  see  where  he 

comes! 

Enter  SHANKS,  dressed  as  a  naval  lieutenant, 

L.  H,  2  E. 

Miss  Broom.  Oh,  Captain - - 

Love.  Captain  !  (Aside.)  Why,  damn  the  fellow, 
it’s  the  very  sweeper  I  gave  a  penny  to  this  morn¬ 
ing !  I  must  see  to  this.  Madam,  allow  me  to 
congratulate  you  on  the  excellence  of  your  choice. 
I  take  my  leave. 

Shanks.  Slip  your  cable  as  soon  as  you  like  ;  you 
see  my  flag  is  hanging  here. 

Love.  Yes ;  and  I'll  see  if  you  sha’n’t  be  hanging 
somewhere  before  night. 

[ Exit,  l.  h.  1  E. 

.  Miss  Broom.  But,  dear  Captain,  you  never  men¬ 
tioned  that  you  were  in  the  navy.  Where  did  you 
lose  your  precious  leg  and  arm  ? 

Shanks.  In  Squire  Popem’s  garden.  I  mean  in 
the  American  War. 

Miss  Broom.  By  gun  or  sword  ? 

Shanks.  One  by  a  spring-gun  and  the  other  by 
a  man-trap.  No,  no ;  I  mean  a  howitzer  and  a 
forty-two-pounder.  But  come,  ma’am,  let  us  go 
to  your  house. 

Male  Voices.  ( Without ,  L.  h.)  Where  is  A.  B.  ? 
Miss  Broom.  Oh,  dear,  do  you  hear  how  clamo¬ 
rous  they  are  for  me  ? 

Shanks.  I’ll  settle  that — I’ll  tell  them  you  have 
made  your  choice. 

Miss  Broom.  Not  for  the  world  ;  you  might  urge 
them  to  some  act  of  violence.  I’ll  give  them  a 
delicate  denial.  Come,  Captain !  Oh,  I  fear  you 
are  a  naughty  deceiver— you  don’t  love  me ! 

Shanks.  Oh,  don’t  I !  I  can  love  at  a  very  short 
notice. 

Miss  Broom.  Well,  I’m  afraid  I've  been  rash, 
hut  it’s  fate.  Come,  you  deceiver  ! 

[Exeunt,  singing,  “Together  let  us 
range  the  fields.” 

All  the  LADIES  enter,  following  LOVE  JOKE, 

L.  H. 

All  the  Women.  ( Running  round  him.)  “Are yon 
Mr.  I.  C.?”  “Are  you  I.  C .?”  “  Did  you  have 
my  letter  ?” 

Love.  No,  no  ;  I’m  not  I.  C. 

Miss  Blue.  ( Following  him  up.)  Oh,  you  deluding 
man,  ’tis  in  vain  to  deny  yourself,  the  eye  of  sym¬ 
pathetic  love  discerns  you,  despite  of  your  green 
spectacles ! 

Love.  But  I  tell  you  I  am  not.  There’s  I.  C. 

Enter  MR.  CIGAR,  l.  h. 

Miss  Blue.  (To  Mr.  Cigar.)  Ah,  yes;  I  know — I 
feel— I  see  that  you  are  I.  C. ! 

Cigar.  Yes— oh,  yes,  I  am  I.  C. ! 

All  the  Women.  Did  you  have  my  letter  ?  Did 
you  have  mine  ? 

Cigar.  Ladies,  ladies,  a  moment's  breath  and  I’ll 
answer  you !  (Noise  without.) 

Male  Voices.  Ah,  but  this  won’t  do,  you  know — 
we  are  not  to  be  cheated  in  this  manner  1 

Enter  Male  Suitors,  following  MISS  BROOM- 
BLOSSOM  and  SHANKS. 

This  won’t  do,  you  know.  We  answered  the  lady’s 
advertisement. 


Shanks.  Stand  off!  Don’t  I  tell  you  tliat  tho 
lady’s  chosen  me  ? 

Miss  Broom.  Yes,  I  confess  it;  I  have  made  my 
election. 

Shanks.  And  thus  I  arrest  you  for  my  wife ! 
Enter  BEADLE  and  POLICE  OFFICERS,  behind, 

L.  H. 

Beadle.  (To  Shanks.)  And  thus  we  arrest  you  for 
yours ! 

Shanks.  Arrest !  What ! 

Beadle.  What!  For  your  deserted  wife,  Mary 
Shanks,  and  three  small  children. 

[Miss  Broomblossom  screams  and 
faints,  is  caught  by  Lovejoke  and 
Laura,  who  step  from  the  crowd. 
Shanks  runs  off,  Beadle,  &c.,  follow¬ 
ing,  L.  H. 

Miss  Broom.  (Reviving.)  Where  am  I? 
What - 

Love?' }  Aant~ oh,  aunt ! 

Miss  Broom.  You’ll  not  betray  me? 

Love.  On  one  condition.  Double  your  niece’s 
portion. .  She  has  come  here,  I  find,  to  keep  you 
out  of  mischief,  and  deserves  rewarding. 

Miss  Broom.  What,  double ! 

Love.  Double.  A  right  punishment  for  vour 
folly. 

Miss  Broom.  I  consent. 

Love.  Well,  Mr.  I.  C.,  is  no  one  to  have  you  ? 

Enter  POLICE  OFFICERS,  L.  n. 

Officer.  Yes,  we’ve  a  little  affair  with  this  gentle¬ 
man. 

Love.  What,  with  the  Honourable  Jenkins 
Cigar? 

Officer.  Honourable!  Why  he's  a  common 
swindler.  Cigar,  alias  Tomkins,  alias  Winks,  alias 

Eappylove,  alias - -  Lord  bless  you,  he’s  as  many 

names  as  a  cat  has  lives.  Come,  Mr.  Honourable 
you  know  it’s  no  use.  Will  you  walk  ? 

[ Cigar  looks  despondingly ;  and,  a  fter  an 
effort  to  sr>eak,  goes  off.  Miss  Blue- 
belle  retires  up  the  stage  in  dumb  dis¬ 
traction. 

Love.  And  now,  ladies,  bless  yourselves  that 
you’ve  escaped  a  poltroon  and  a  swindler.  Be¬ 
lieve  me,  I  don  t  wish  to  play  the  moralist,  when  I 
would  warn  you  against  “  I.  C’s  ”  and  “  A.  B.’s.” 

I  wish  you  that  are  single,  one  and  all,  husbands 
and  wives,  but  take  care  not  to  get  them  Bv 
Advertisement  ! 

EPILOGUE. 

Love.  “  Hail,  wedded  love!”  thus  runs  the  poet’s 
strain, 

“  Hail,  wedded  love!”  replies  each  doating  swain  • 

I  want  a  wife,  old  Dobbs  at  sixty  cries ;  ’ 

A  wife— a  trifle— why  not  advertise  ? 

The  times  are  o’er  for  cooing  and  for  billino-— 

The  Herald  charges  only—  g 

,S^ee: ,  ,  .  Seven  shilling ! 

Ecod,  it  s  cheap.  But  is  there  naught  to  fear 
That  wives  so  cheap  may  prove  a  little  dear  ? 

Laura.  And  husbands,  too.  What  says  mv 
dearest  aunt?  J 

Come! 

Miss  Broom.  Be  still ! 

Laura.  Now  speak! 
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Miss  Broom.  I  won’t— I  slia’n’t  ! 

To  be  deceived  is  still,  I  find,  my  doom. 

Laura.  Deceived,  indeed !  A  captain  witli  a 
broom ! 

The  naughty  men,  believe  not  what  they  utter. 
Mary.  La,  I’m  so  hungry! 

Jane.  Here’s  some  bread  and  butter. 

Love.  I  like  a  newspaper,  to  learn  whate’er 
Is  stirring  in  the  world’s  huge  thoroughfare; 

To  learn  the  price  of  horses,  and  of  stocks, 

If  Russia  now  or  Turkey’s  giving  knocks. 

To  seek  for  wisdom,  frolic,  wit,  and  life. 

To  seek  for  everything  except  a  wife. 

And,  oh,  ye  youths,  the  dame  for  ever  scorn 
That’s  advertised  with  horses,  pigs,  and  corn  ! 
Laura.  And,  oh,  ye  maids,  from  husbands  turn 
away, 

If  advertized  with  razors,  dogs,  and  hay  ! 

Be  warned,  sweet  friends,  be  warned,  I  pray,  by 
me. 

Nor  ever  answer  letters  from - 


Miss  Blue.  “  I.  C.” 

Where  shall  I  hide  ?  I  cannot  think  upon  it! 

Love.  Wonld  you  be  hidden,  jump  into  your 
bonnet ! 

Thus  fashion  gives  her  idiotic  law, 

“  Ye  maidens,  wear  ten  yards  of  silk  and  straw.” 

Laura.  But  Fashion,  willing  to  keep  up  the 
joke, 

Cries,  “Men,  be  chimneys,  do  naught  else  but 
smoke !” 

Love.  A  bonnet  twice  the  size  of  butt  or  tun ! 

Laura.  Bond  Street  cigars,  to  puli',  puli'  out  the 
sun! 

Love.  Enough  of  this,  ’tis  time  to  bid  adieu. 

Laura.  That  care  be  mine,  because  I  speak  to 
you.  (To  Women.) 

Wed  when  you  can,  but  when  you  wed,  be  wise. 

Nor  take  a  ring  from  such  as  advertise  ? 


CUETAIX. 


WINNING  A  HUSBAND 

OR,  SEVEN’S  THE  MAIN. 

AN  INTERLUDE,  IN  ONE  ACT. 

BY  GEORGE  MACFAREEN. 

First  Performed  at  the  Royal  Coburg  Theatre,  September  20tli,  1819. 


Bsamatis  Iffsnsunae. 


Hiss  Jenny  Transit  (A  Young  Lady  wlio  Exemplifies  the  Mutability  of  j 

Human  Affairs) . 

Margaret  Macmucklecanny  (A  Learned  Lassie  from  the  Highlands) 

Jiss  Cornelia  Clementina  Clappergo  (A  Voluminous  and  Voluble 

Literary  Spinster)  . 

jAD?  Dorothea  Dashly  (A  Lady  of  the  Ton,  with  a  Song,  Accompanied 

by  Herself  on  the  Harp)  . _  ... 

4rs.  Deborah  Griskin  (A  Pork  Butcher’s  Widow,  with  More  Airs  than 

Graces)  . .  •••  •••  . 

Mademoiselle  Antoinette  Marosquieau  (A  trench  Fignraute,  with  a 

Pas  Seul)  . .  . 

Bridget  Blackthorn  (A  Rustic  Beauty  with  a  Red  Cloak)... 

Cnsiin  Thaddeus  O’Transit  (Of  the  Kilkenny  Flamers; 


[See  page  15. 


r  Mrs.  W.  Barrymore. 


CONTINUATION  OP  DRAMATIS  PERSON®. 

Sir  Roderick  Strangeway*  (In  Love  with  Everything  Romantic  Except 

Miss  Jenny  [Transit)  .  ..?  .  ...  Mr.  Gallot. 

;g.  ,  •••  (His  Man,  no  Philosoper,  and  yet  no  Fool)  ...  Mr.  Harwood. 
IjIKInda  ...  (Sister  of  Sir  Roderick,  and  Not  Quite  so  Fond  of  Romance)  Mrs.  Davidge 

Place. — London.  Scene. — A  Room  in  the  Clarendon  Hotel. 

Time  op  Representation.— One  Hour. 


COS  TUME. 


fcInKT1^v^E:RIiCK  St®.an®eY4ts*— |B.Iue  dress  coat,  lined  with  silk ;  white  kerseymere  waistcoat 
"kiss-watch^  Sc1.jLn|t0CkiagS  ’  blue  Sllk  under-waistcoat ;  blue  great-coat ;  opera  hat ;  eye 

Davj.— Old-fashioned  livery  coat ;  yellow  waistcoat ;  drab  breeches;  white  cotton  stockings  • 
red  wig  and  tail ;  shoes  and  buckles.  b  ’ 

Lucinda.— White  muslin  morning-dress;  white  stockings  and  shoes. 

M^w,fENQT  First  dress :  White  muslin;  Leghorn  bonnet ;  fashionable  brown  satin 

cloak.  Second  dress  (m  the  character  of  Margaret  Macmucklecanny)  :  Scotch  plaid  cloak 

S!l!aSSVVer  rhen,ef  1  sho.ulder  5  Highland  cap  and  feathers.  Third  dress  (inthe 
MlS-S  <pon)elia  Clementina  Clappergo) :  Old-fashioned  high-crowned  muslin  cap; 
led  ribbons;  pink  shawl;  green  satm-quilted  petticoat;  large  hoop;  apron;  kerchief- 
raitpr  ’Jtt faflse  le^fc  e7® '  high-heeled  shoes ;  small  buckles.  Fourth  dress  (in  the  cha- 
f  L+idj  D°r,0fch1ea  P?sh.ly^  :  >Vh‘fce  satin>  faced  with  pink  ;  white  satin  hat,  with  white 
Wr  h  pmlV,  wilt?.lace  veil  and  scarf-  Fifth  dress  (in  the  character  of 
:  Large  yellow  pelisse  and  bonnet ;  red  scarf,  trimmed  with  red  ribbon ; 
lar^e  black  velvet  reticule.  Sixth  dress  (m  the  character  of  Mademoiselle  Marosquieau)  :  Wh;te 
satin,  trimmed  with  roses  and  silver  lace;  roses  in  the  hair ;  handsome  lace  veil.  Seventh 
dress  (in  the  character  of  Bridget  Buckthorn) :  Blue  petticoat;  dove-coloured  body  and  tabs 
with  tape  trimming ;  red  cloak  across  the  left  arm ;  red  kerchief ;  mob  cap  ;  tucker ;  gipsy 
’  a ’  Patens 5  umbrella.  Eighth  dress  (in  the  character  of  Ensign  Thaddeus 
J  Transit) :  Blue  surtout;  foraging-cap ;  white  pantaloons ;  Wellington  boots;  sword:  belt* 
a  pair  of  pistols.  Ninth  dress .-  Same  as  the  first.  ’  '  * 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 

Exits  and  Entran  :es.— R.  means  Right;  L.  Left;  D.  F.  Door  in  Flat;  R.  D.  Right  Door; 
L.  D.  Left  Door;  S.  E.  Second  Entrance;  U.  E.  Upper  Entrance;  M.  D.  Middle  Door;  L.  U.  E* 
Left  Upper  Entrance;  R.  U.  E.  Right  Upper  Entrance;  L.  S.  E.  Left  Second  Entrance;  P.  3. 
Prompt  Side;  0.  P.  Opposite  Prompt. 

Relative  Positions.— R.  means  R'ght;  L.  Left;  0.  Centre;  R.  C.  Right  of  Centre;  L.  0. 
Left  of  Centre. 

HC-  C.  LC.  L. 

V  The  Reader  is  supposed  to  he  on  the  Stage,  facing  the  Audience. 


WINNING  A  HUSBAND. 


SCENE. — A  Room  in  a  Hotel  in  London.  On 
each  side  are  three  doors,  leading  to  separate 
apartments,  and  one  in  the  centre,  leading  to 
Lucinda’s  chamber.  They  are  numbered  j rom  one 
to  seven,  Lucinda’s,  c.  D.  f.,  being  the  seventh.  A 
harp,  m usic-book,  &c. 

LUCINDA  discovered  seated  at  a  work-table,  r., 
DAVY  waiting,  L. 

Luc.  Well,  David,  have  you  procured  the  articles 
I  sent  you  for  ? 

Davy.  E’es,  Madame  Lucinda. 

Luc.  Don’t  Lucinda  me!  You  know,  David, 
your  old  master,  my  uncle,  always  called  me  Lucy. 

Davy.  E’es,  madam.  But  my  new  master,  your 
brother,  says  I  mun  make  you  a  cinder,  or  he’ll 
beat  me  as  black  as  a  coal. 

Luc.  Ah,  bless  the  man,  nothing  will  go  down 
with  him,  unless  it  has  a  romantic  name  ! 

Davy.  Noa,  madam ;  one  would  think  he  were  a 
clergyman  instead  of  a  knight-baronite,  he  be  so 
nation  fond  of  christening  folks — aye,  and  things, 
too,  iuadnm !  Do  you  know  he  calls  his  boots 
buskins,  his  single-breasted  coat  a  doublet,  and 
his  cossack  trousers  trunk-hose.  (Laughing.)  He, 
he,  he ! 

Luc.  In  short,  David,  no  matter  to  him  whether 
it  be  antique  or  modern,  so  it’s  high-sounding  it’s 
enough  for  him. 

Davy.  Ees,  ma’am,  that’s  the  reason  he  calls  the 
top  rooms  in  the  old  mansion-house  the  super¬ 
eminences,  the  chambers  the  dormousitories,  the 
dining-parlour  the  refractory,  and  the  little  green¬ 
house  at  back  the  conserve  of  rository. 

Luc.  Well,  David,  you  remember  my  old  school¬ 
fellow,  Miss  Jenny  Transit,  whom  I  expect  from 
the  country  immediately  P 
Davy.  E’es,  ma’am,  I  remember  her.  She  left  me 
a  keepsake  last  time  she  were  at  the  mansion- 
house  ;  and,  saving  your  presence,  I  think  it’s  very 

likely  I  owe  you - 

Luc.  Oh,  dear,  not  in  the  least,  David  ! 

Davy.  I  axes  pardon,  ma’am,  but  really  I  think 
you  helped  her  to  soap  the  edge  of  the  stairs,  by 
which  means  I  got  a  cut  of  the  shin,  and  set  your 
uncle's  punch  a  swimming  in  the  wrong  place.  How¬ 
ever,  I  bears  no  malice ;  you  were  both  very  kind 
to  me,  and,  I  think,  sorry  for  your  crueltyation.  I 
shall  never  forget  how  you  applied  the  paper  and 
brandy.  (Aside.)  The  former  of  which  went  into 
my  pocket,  and  the  latter  down  my  throat. 

Luc.  Well,  David,  we  intend  to  play  my  brother 
a  sort  of  a  hoax  to-day,  and  endeavour,  if  possible, 
to  cure  his  romantic  propensities.  Now,  we  may 


want  a  little  of  your  assistance,  David;  can  we 
trust  you  ? 

Davy.  Certainly,  ma’am  !  Mrs.  Doublechalk  does 
not  mind  trusting  me  a  pint  or  two,  so  I  think  you 
mun  take  my  word  on  this  pint ;  and,  by  the  honour 

of  a  caviller,  as  master  says -  (Double  knock,  l.  d. 

Davy  opens  it.)  Odds  bobs,  ma’am,  somebody’s 
coming  up-stairs !  As  I  do  live,  it  be  Miss  Jenny  ; 
her  cheeks  are  as  rosy  as  the  cheeks  of  a  roarer, 
and  her  eyes  sparkle  like  bright  fibbers,  as  my 
master  would  say ! 

Enter  JENNY  TRANSIT,  in  a  travelling-dress, 

L.  D. 

Jenny.  (Crossing  to  c.)  Ah,  my  dearest  Lucy! 

Luc.  Jenny,  my  dear,  welcome  to  London! 

Jenny.  Lucy,  my  love,  welcome  to  a  far  moi’e 
friendly  place— my  bosom !  (They  embrace.) 

Davy.  (Aside.)  I  supposes  he’ll  be  taking  me  next 
to  her  place.  Miss  Jenny — Miss - 

Jenny.  What,  my  old  friend,  David!  How  d’ye 
do,  David?  Very  well,  are  you?  How’s  your 
shin,  David?  Quite  well?  That's  right.  You 
see,  David,  I  have  not  forgotten  my  old  tricks. 

Davy.  Noa,  Miss  Jenny,  nor  I  neither. 

Luc.  How  did  you  travel  ? 

Jenny.  Oh,  in  very  excellent  company — a  fat 
dowager,  a  country  bride,  a  spruce  old  maid,  a 
half-pay  officer,  and  a  carcase-butcher  of  Leaden- 
hall  Market. 

Luc.  Did  yon  bring  no  luggage  ? 

Jenny.  Oh,  yes ;  I  put  up  a  few  things  according 
to  your  command!  I  left  them  below  with  the 
hostess. 

Luc.  David,  be  so  good  as  to  place  Miss  Tran¬ 
sit’s  trunk  in  my  room,  and  be  ready  when  I  ring. 

(Lucinda  and  Jenny  go  up,  R.) 

Davy.  E’es,  ma’am,  I’ze  take  care.  There’s  a 
couple  of  odd  ones  that  make  as  pretty  a  pair  as 
ever  were  seen.  Lots  of  mischief,  I  dare  say.  Oh, 
bless  ’em,  they’re  two  merry  souls;  though,  if 
master  were  here,  I  dare  say  he’ll  call  ’em 
heavenly  bodies ! 

[Eanf  Davy,  l<.  c. 

Jenny.  Well,  my  dear  Lucy,  how’s  this  quizzical 
knight-errant  of  ours — as  moody  and  perverse  as 
ever  ? 

Luc.  A  large  estate,  plenty  of  money,  and  the 
title  of  Sir  has  turned  his  head  a  little ;  but  then, 
my  dear  Jenny,  his  heart  is  still  in  the  right  place. 
He  has  been  now  these  two  years  on  the  Conti¬ 
nent,  has  seen  much  that  he  never  suspected,  and 
heard  a  great  deal  he  did  not  understand ;  he 
therefore  thinks  all  his  old  fashions,  habits,  and 
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connections,  because  they  are  unlike  what  he  has 
recently  mixed  with,  utterly  unbearable,  improper, 
and  disagreeable. 

Jenny.  And  so,  having  forgotten  the  vows  and 
promises  made  to  your  humble  servant,  he  claps 
an  advertisement  into  the  papers,  in  hopes  of 
forming  a  more  amiable  connection. 

Luc.  (Taking  the  newspaper  from  the  table.)  Yes, 
here  it  is.  Have  you  read  it  P 

Jenny.  No ;  let  me  see.  (Reads.)  “  To  the  female 
sex. — A  lady  of  good  family,  unexceptionable 
morals,  respectable  connections,  and  amiable 
temper,  whose  education  and  accomplishments  are 
of  a  liberal  description,  and  qualify  her  to  adorn 
a  superior  situation  in  society,  may  hear  of  an  en¬ 
gagement  for  life  with  a  young  man  of  character 
and  title  by  application  (post  paid;  to  Q.  X., 
Clarendon  Hotel.  The  advertiser’s  motive  for  the 
present  address  is  to  form  a  matrimonial  alliance 
with  a  lady  superior  to  the  ordinary  run  of  her 
sex.  No  property  is,  therefore,  expected  or  de¬ 
sired,  and  the  greatest  secrecy  and  delicacy  may 
be  relied  on.”  (Laughing.)  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Upon  my 
word,  he  is  far  from  being  scrupulous.  If  he  can 
meet  with  good  family,  good  morals,  amiable 
temper,  genteel  connections,  superior  understand¬ 
ing,  and  refined  accomplishments,  it  is  all  he  re¬ 
quires.  Yery  moderate,  indeed. 

Luc.  Well,  my  dear  Jenny,  I  have  answered  the 
advertisement  in  various  hands,  and  have  received 
his  replies  to  them,  and  the  object  of  your  visit  to 
London  is  to  pay  your  respects  to  him  in  the 
various  characters  in  wrhich  I  have  addressed  him. 
Here  are  his  letters.  To-day  is  appointed  for  him 
to  see  them  all,  and  if  any  strangers  arrive  David 
will  manage  them  to  suit  our  purpose. 

Jenny.  Then,  my  good  Sir  Roger,  have  at  you. 

Luc.  Oh,  for  goodness’  sake  mind  you  don’t  ac¬ 
cost  him  by  that  title !  He  is  no  longer  Sir 
Roger,  but  has  elegantized  it  into  Sir  Roderick ; 
has  re-christened  me  Lucinda,  calls  his  horse 
Bucephalus,  his  grayhounds  Acteon  and  Diana, 
and,  in  short,  has  new-named  the  whole  of  his 
family,  except  our  friend,  David,  who,  out  of  re¬ 
spect  to  science  and  philosophy,  he  still  continues 
to  call  Davy. 

Jenny.  Well,  I  wrill  endeavour  to  recollect  his 
new  nomenclature,  and  attack  him  with  all  my 
forces. 

Luc.  Why,  my  dear  girl,  if  there  be  a  woman  in 
the  world  equal  to  the  task  you  have  undertaken, 
Jenny  Transit  is  she.  The  education  you  have 
received  in  the  idea  of  making  you  a  governess, 
and  the  variety  of  scenes  in  which  you  have 
figured  will  at  least  qualify  you  to - - 

Jenny.  To  undertake  the  government  of  your 
simple — I  beg  pardon — your  romantic  brother. 
I’ll  at  least  not  lose  him  for  want  of  an  effort,  for 
’tis  far  worse  to  lead  apes  below  than  to  manage  a 
monkey  here. 

Sir  Roderick.  (Calling,  without,  n.)  Davy! 

Jenny.  Odso,  I  hear  him  coming  ! 

Luc.  Away  to  my  room— away  !  I’ll  follow  you 
instantly. 

Jenny.  Now,  then,  Don  Roderick,  I’ve  tried 
sincerity  and  constancy  in  vain.  Let  us  see  what 
changes  and  deception  can  effect. 

[E xit  into  Lucinda’s  chamber,  No.  7, 

C.  D.  F. 

Sir  Roderick.  (Without,  K.)  Davy,  I  say,  where, 
in  the  name  of  philosophy,  arc  you  loitering;’ 
Why,  Davy,  I  say  ! 


Enter  SIR  RODERICK  STRANGEWAYS  at  the 
stage-door,  K. 

Sir  R.  Curse  the  fellow,  he’s  as  difficult  to  find 
as  the  philosopher’s  stone  or  the  perpetual  motion, 
and  one  needs  the  forbearance  of  patience  on  a 
monument  to  endure  his  procrastination  and  dis¬ 
obedience  !  Lucinda,  my  dear,  have  you  sent  him 
abroad  on  any  embassy  ?  I  know  he’s  your chargd 
d’affaires. 

Luc.  No,  my  dear  brother,  he  was  here  this 
minute.  I’ll  ring  the  bell.  (Rings,  l.) 

Sir  R.  Aye,  do  ring  the  alarm-bell,  and  bid  the 
lazy  vassal  approach  his  liege  lord  I 

Enter  DAVY,  at  the  stage-door,  l.,  eating  bread  and 
cheese. 

So,  sirx-ah,  you  are  not  to  be  found  when  wanted — 
in  ambuscade,  I  suppose. 

Davy.  Noa,  sir,  I  were  in  the  pantry. 

Sir  R.  The  buttery,  you  varlet! 

Davy.  Noa,  sir,  it  were  the  cheesery.  I  was 
taking  a  snack  of  bread  and  cheese ;  I  did  but  stop 
to  wet  my  whistle  with  a  drop  of - 

Sir  R.  Rare  Ealernain. 

Davy.  Noa,  six’,  it  were  rare  Barclay  and 
Perkins. 

Siv  R.  Well,  sir,  now  that  you  have  stocked  that 
depot  of  good  things,  your  hungry  stomach,  have 
the  goodness  to  relieve  me  of  my  beaver — (takes 
off  his  hat,  and  gives  it  to  Davy)—  and  my  baton— 
(giving  his  walking-cane) — deposit  them  in  my 
robery,  in  your  quality  of  page ;  then  establish 
yourself  at  the  outer  portal,  in  your  capacity  of 
■warder ;  and,  when  the  fair  damsels  whom  I  expect 
arrive,  in  your  office  of  marshal,  usher  them  into 
the  presence. 

Davy.  E’es,  sir.  (Aside.)  And,  I  suppose,  if  I 
don’t  be  graceful  when  I  hand  the  pretty  creatures 
up,  he’ll  take  good  care  to  foot  me  down. 

[E*it  at  the  stage  door,  L. 

Sir  R.  Well,  my  dear  Lucinda,  “  this  is  the  awful 
day,  big  with  the  fate  of  Cato  and  of  Rome.”  Here 
I  shall  bivouac  amongst  a  host  of  beauty,  here  I 
shall  be  encompassed  in  an  arcana  of  loveliness, 
here  I  shall  revel  in  a  concatenation  of  intellectual 
energy  and  supereminent  accomplishments.  This 
will  be  my  garden  of  Eden,  my  Mohammedan 
Paradise,  my  salon  d’amour ! 

Luc.  La,  brother,  I  wish  you’d  leave  off  this  un¬ 
intelligible  jargon,  gathered  from  magazines, 
novels,  old  plays,  and - ■ 

Sir  R.  Sister,  forbear  I  Lovely  Lucinda,  be 
taciturn.  It  is  the  fashion,  now-a-days,  for  ns  of 
the  ton  to  use  a  language  perfectly  different 
from  those  of  the  canaille ;  and  shall  I  be  blamed 
for  aspiring  to  a  style  of  diction  superior  to  the 
slang  of  fashionable  life?  Shall  I  be  rated  for 
using  a  language  of  poetry  and  fable— a  language 
rendered  sacred  and  venerable  by  the  dust  of  ages? 
Forbid  it,  Chaucer,  Cervantes,  and  Corneille— for¬ 
bid  it,  Shakspere,  Dante,  and  Lope  de  Vega !  And 
oh,  ye  modern  antiques,  ye  patriarchs  in  child¬ 
hood,  forbid  it,  De  Genlis,  Horace  Walpole,  and 
Mrs.  Radcliffe  1  “Forbid  it,  heaven,  and  forbid 
it,  maul” 

Luc.  Well,  really,  brother,  this  travelling  and 
leisure  have  quite  spoiled  you !  When  we  were  at 
the  farm-house,  in  my  poor  father’s  life-time,  you 
were  something  like  a  rational  being;  then  we 
heard  the  old  curate  preach  twice  every  Sunday 
then  a  wake  or  a  fair  were  the  greatest  adventures 
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of  our  lives!,  and  a  game  at  blindman’s  buff  with 
Jenny  Transit - 

Sir  E.  Ob,  mention  ber  not !  If  you  love  me, 
touch  not  that  tender  string  ! 

Luc.  Ob,  then,  you  confess  there  is  little  tender¬ 
ness  still  lurking  near  your  heart  ? 

Sir  E.  Ah,  oui,  une  petite  tendresse !  The  fact 
is,  the  damsel  is  pretty  and  cheerful,  and,  I  dare 
say,  ere  this,  has  become  a  fine  buxom  woman.  But 
do  you  think  a  fine  buxom  woman  will  do  for_  Sir 
Roderick  ?  No,  sister  Lucinda,  we  must  graft  a 
more  courtly  scion  on  the  family  genealogy,  some 
sprig  of  nobility,  some  sentimental,  all-accomplished 
Rosamond  must  allure  me  to  her  Woodstock  bower. 
This  advertisement  has  afforded  me  the  clue,  and  I 
go  to  unravel  it. 

Luc.  Take  care  that  Queen  Eleanor  does  not  step 
in  with  the  poisoned  cup. 

Sir  E.  Why.,  the  very  name  is  a  sufficient  bar  to 
our  union  !  Think  of  a  Jenny — absolutely,  a  spin¬ 
ning- Jenny!  Quite  modern  and  vulgar!  Not  a 
single  poet  has  used  the  name,  except,  indeed,  the 
character  of  Jenny  Diver,  in  the  “  Beggars’  Opera.” 

Jenny,  Jen -  Pheugh !  Still,  as  I  say,  there  is  a 

little  tendresse  in  my  bosom,  and,  therefore,  my 
dear  Lucinda,  do  not  exercise  the  office  of  City 
Remembrancer,  but  allow  me  to  blot  out  the  por¬ 
trait  whose  original  I  can  never  forget.  Porget 

thee  !  Alas,  poor  ghost,  while  memory - 

(A  doubleknock,  l.  n.) 

Re-enter  DAYY,  at  the  stage-door,  l. 

Davy.  X.  Y.  Z.  is  below,  sir. 

Sir  E.  Show  her  hither.  [ Exit  Davy.']  Now, 
my  dear  sister,  get  to  your  apartment,  and,  when  I 

have  collected  as  many  as  will  fill  the  rooms - Let 

me  see  ;  seven,  ’tis  a  happy  omen !  There  are  seven 
colours,  seven  notes,  seven  stars,  and  here  I  shall 
have  seven  damsels,  I  trust,  as  vivid,  as  harmonious, 
and  as  radiant  as  them  all.  Yes,  seven’s  the  main  ! 
Away,  till  I  send  for  thee ;  then  to  thy  discretion 
will  I  submit  my  amorous  phalanx,  and,  placing 
thee  on  the  judgment-seat,  bow  obedient  to  thy 
fiat. 

Luc.  Farewell !  Success  attend  our  enterprise. 

[Exit  Lucinda,  into  No.  7,  c.  d.  f. 

Ee-enter  DAYY,  at  ihe  stage-door,  l. 

Davy.  ( Looking  back.)  Walk  up,  ma’am.  (To  Sir 
Roderick.)  Allow  me  to  interduce  Signora  X.  Y.  Z. 

[Exit  Davy. 

Enter  JENNY  TRANSIT,  disguised  as  Margaret 
Macmucklecanny . 

Jenny,  (l.  c.)  I  believe  I  ha’e  the  pleasure  to 
address  Q.  X. 

Sir  E.  (c.)  Yes— why— no,  madam  ;  not  exactly 
the  advertiser,  but  a  near  relation  and  confiden¬ 
tial  friend.  (Aside.)  By  heavens,  a  perfect  beauty 
of  the  mountain  breed — some  Lady  Morna — some 
descendant  of  Fingal — some  Malvina,  come  in 
search  of  her  Oscar. 

Jenny.  Ye’ll  think  me  bold  to  risk  this  meeting, 
sir,  but  the  secrecy  and  delicacy  promised  in  the 
newspaper  have  inspired  me  wi’  confidence. 

Sir  E.  (Aside.)  What  an  interesting  brogue  she 
has !  She  has  certainly  sat  for  her  portrait  to  the 
author  of  “  Tales  of  my  Landlord.”  (Aloud.) 
Well,  my  dear  lady,  allow  me  to  make  the  inquiries 
which  the  duties  of  my  agency  impose.  My  friend 
is  anxious  to  realize  the  pleasures  which  are  only 
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to  be  found  in  a  married  state,  and  liis  first 
and  most  earnest  desire  is  for  an  accomplished 
partner. 

Jenny.  He  must  ken,  sir,  that  Scotland  is  the 
schule  from  whence  he  must  select  yon.  “  Scenis 
decora  alta  faturis,”  as  Virgil  says.  Everybody, 
the  poor  and  the  rich,  little  and  rnuckle,  receive 
the  blessings  o’  a  liberal  education  in  that  happy 
country.  Learning  is  indigenous  to  the  soil ;  like 
the  national  thistle,  it  flourishes  on  the  bleak 
mountain  top  as  well  as  in  the  cultivated  pleasure- 
ground. 

Sir  E.  How  poetical !  How  sentimental !  You 
are  a  bright  sample,  madam,  of  the  national  pro¬ 
duce.  I  suppose  you  understand  the  fashionable 
languages,  French  and  Italian  ? 

Jenny.  French  and  Italian!  Forbid  it,  Homer 
and  Aristotle!  No,  sir;  the  Greek  and  Roman 
languages  are  familiar  to  me,  “sit  mihi  fas  audita 
loqui.” 

Sir  E.  This  will  never  do !  Egad,  she’ll  school 
me ! 

Jenny.  And  the  ancient  Gaelic,  sir,  the  language 
o’  Ossian. 

Sir  E.  Of  Ossian  ?  Oh,  delightful !  I  shall  have 
a  new  version,  with  family  annotations.  Then  you 
dance  ? 

Jenny.  Dance!  Where  is  the  country  produces 
sic  dancers  as  the  laud  o’  cakes — (dances) — the 
reel,  the  strathspey,  and  the  Highland  fling,  sir  ? 

Sir  R.  Delicious  accomplishments!  And  then 
you  have  a  taste  for  music  ? 

Jenny.  Yes,  sir;  we  have  muckle  taste  for  that 
delightful  science.  Whatf  can  equal  the  delicious 
harmony  o’  the  bagpipe — the  melodious  pibroch  ? 
Sir,  I  ha’  spent  considerable  time  in  perfecting 
mysel*  on  that  truly  ancient  and  sonorous  instru¬ 
ment,  and,  by  your  leave,  will  tak’  an  opportunity 
o’  saluting  you  wi’  a  serenade. 

Sir  E.  You  are  very  kind,  but  really  the  instru¬ 
ment  is  rather  too  national  for  my  ears. 

Jenny.  Too  national,  sir?  “Libertas,  et  natali 
solum,”  as  the  Roman  poet  has  it.  Nothing  can 
be  too  national,  sir ;  the  love  of  country  is  the 
“  primum  mobile”  of  every  honest  heart,  and  the 
heart  of  Margaret  Macmucklecanny  beats  as  fer¬ 
vently  for  her  country  as  it  hopes  to  do  for  your 
friend,  sir. 

Sir  R.  (Aside.)  Macmucklecanny !  Oh,  zounds, 
this  won’t  do!  (Aloud.)  Madam,  I  dare  say  my 
friend  will  duly  appreciate  your  patriotism.  Have 
the  goodness  to  step  into  this  room.  I  expect 
him  immediately,  and  will  state  your  pretensions. 

Jenny.  Sir,  I  rely  on  your  fidelity  and  his  deli¬ 
cacy,  for  know,  sir,  the  bluid  that  rins  in  these 
veins  has  descended  through  a  line  o’  ancestors 
equally  honourable,  learned,  and  patriotic,  and,  as 
the  national  motto  rins,  “Nemo  me  impune 
lacessit.” 

[Exit  into  No.  1,  n.  n.  1  e. 

Sir  E.  Here’s  a  strange  admixture  !  Latin  and 
love,  sentiment  and  Aristotle,  sympathy  and  a 
bagpipe,  Demosthenes  and  a  Scotch  jig,  Ossian  and 
Margery  Macmucklecanny.  Oh,  Lord— oh,  Lord, 
this  never  will  do  !  To  be  sure  she  is  interesting, 
but  then  the  Greek  and  Latin  will  totally  upset 
me.  Oh,  that  I  had  had  a  classic  education,  fox-, 
though  exploded  by  the  present  fashionable  sys¬ 
tem,  I  am  convinced  of  the  benefit  derived  from 
college  study,  from  an  abode  in  the“  antique  halls 
and  silent  groves  where  erst  the  sons  of  genius 
trod.”  But  it’s  too  late.  And  so.  Miss  Margery— 
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yes,  absolute  Madge — Meg,  Peggy,  Peg !  Oh,  save 
me — save  me  from  contamination !  No,  Miss 
Margery  Macmncklecanny ;  although  I  acknow¬ 
ledge  your  talents,  my  own  old-fashioned  rustic 
Jenny  will  have  the  preference  to  you. 

(A  double  knock.) 

Re-enter  DAVY,  at  the  stage-door,  L. 

Davy.  A  lady  below,  who  says  she  signed  her¬ 
self  C.  C.  0.,  sends  you  this  card.  Ecod,  they  say 
C.  stands  for  a  hundred,  and,  by  her  appearance, 
it’s  very  righj, !  She’d  make  an  excellent  aunt  to 
a  large  family,  or  mistress  of  a  parish  workhouse. 

Sir  R.  Introduce  her,  Davy. 

Davy.  E’es,  sir.  Please  to  walk  up,  ma’am. 

[Exit  Davy. 

Sir  R.  Miss  Clementiua  Cornelia  Clappergo ! 
Here’s  softness  and  sentiment,  youth  and  loveli¬ 
ness.  To  be  sure,  the  surname  is  none  of  the 
prettiest;  but  then,  we  shall  change  that,  so  it 
matters  but  little !  Cornelia  Clementina,  ’tis  the 
music  of  love — ’tis  “  the  concord  of  sweet  sounds!” 
And  then  the  device  so  elegant !  I  remember  the 
letter  signed  C.  C.  C.  was  one  of  the  most  enchant¬ 
ing  billets  in  the  whole  packet — wove  paper,  gilt 
edges,  glittering  sand  on  the  letters,  seal,  a  Cupid 
with  his  wings  cut;  motto,  “Jamais  fuir.”  Oh, 
this  is  the  long-looked-for - 

Davy.  (Without.)  Please  to  walk  in. 

Enter  JENNY  TRANSIT,  at  the  stage-door,  h., 

disguised  as  Miss  Clementina  Cornelia  Clap-pergo. 

Jenny.*  Good  morning,  sir!  Excuse  the 
embarrassment  which  overwhelms  me.  The 
novelty  of  my  situation,  and  the  modesty  of  my 
tender  sex,  overpower  me  with  sensations  that  call 
for  your  tenderest  indulgence. 

Sir  R.  (Offering  a  chair.)  I  beg,  madam,  you  will 
be  seated. 

Jenny.  (Sitting  down  with  qreat  formality.)  I 
trust  the  sincerity  of  your  professions  need  not  be 
doubted,  and  that  you  are  imbued  with  an  honour¬ 
able  sympathy  towards  me,  which  will  excuse  the 
frankness  and  candour  of  my  demeanour,  and 
exonerating  me  from  censure,  place  these  little 
aberrations  from  strict  decorum  to  the  account  of 
my  fidelity  and  devotedness  to  your  service. 

Sir  R.  Madam,  I  really - 

Jenny.  Sir,  I  beg  you  will  not  trouble  yourself  to 
reiterate  the  professions  so  abundantly  scattered 
over  that  part  of  our  charming  correspondence 
which  has  emanated  from  your  elegant  pen.  I 
trust,  sir,  the  reply  which  you  have,  by  your  soft 
and  gentlemanly  insinuations  drawn  from  me,  has 
not  been  found  unworthy  of  you  attention.  To 
write  a  good  letter  is  a  desideratum  seldom 
acquired  in  the  present  day;  and,  has  the 
“  Monthly  Review  ”  says  of  my  last  novel,  “The 
Castle  of  St.  Omer’s  ;  or,  the  Mysteries  of  Faithless¬ 
ness,”  the  epistolatory  style  is  carried  to  its  acme 
in  that  production. 

Sir  R.  Madam,  I  must  beg  leave - 

Jenny.  Sir,  you  can  take  leave.  I  beg  you’ll  be 
under  no  restraint.  The  connexion  we  are  about 
to  commence  is  of  a  nature  to  banish  all  cere¬ 
moniousness.  A  delightful  reciprocity  of  feeling 
and  a  liberality  of  conduct  are  the  only  guides  to 
happiness  in  that  blessed  intercourse,  as  I  say  in 
my  seventy-sixth  sonnet : 


*  This  character  should  be  spoken  with  a  lisp. 


“  When  two  fond  hearts  are  bound  by  love, 
Content  should  twist  the  packthread; 

Else,  if  in  separate  paths  they  rove, 

’Tis  ten  to  one  they  crack  thread.” 

Sir  R.  My  dear  madam,  excuse  me  a  moment. 
(They  rise.  Aside.)  This  is  past  endurance.  I 
must  leave  her. 

Jenny.  Sir,  you  are  at  liberty  to  transact  any 
business  you  please,  I  am  but  the  creature  of  your 
clemency.  At  present  I  have  no  legal  control,  but, 
when  the  Gordian  knot  is  tied,  “  When  Hymen, 
with  his  sacred  torch,  lights  up  his  lambient  flame 
of  connubial  felicity,”  when,  as  my  one  hundred 
and  eightieth  Amatory  Song  says — 

“  When  Cupid  rivets  his  soft  chain, 

’Tis  useless  for  us  to  complain.” 

Sir  R.  Pray,  madam,  excuse  my  leaving  you 
(Crossing  to  l.,  and  calling.)  Here,  Davy  !  Davy, 

I  say ! 

Re-enter  DAVY,  at  the  stage-door,  L. 

(Apart  to  Davy.)  Try  to  get  rid  of  this  Miss 
Clappergo — what  a  suitable  name! — or,  if  she  will 
not  go,  deposit  her  in  Number  Two  and  let  me 
know  when  the  coast  is  clear.  (Crossing  to  k.) 

Jenny.  Surely,  you  will  not  slight  me  thus  ? 

Sir  R.  Madam,  .1  swear  to  you,  by  the  silver 
moon  of  Diana - 

Jenny.  The  moon  !  I  have  an  ode  to  her  in  my 
sixteenth  volume  of  Fugitive  Pieces,  beginning 
thus : — 

“  See  in  the  sky  the  crescent  of  the  night 
Solemnly  shines  in  sad  resplendency; 

Shedding  its  soothing  sweet  soft  silver  light 
O’er  the  straight  spreading  surface  of  the  silent 
smooth  salt  sea.” 

Sir  R.  Madam,  I  must  away !  Adieu,  most 
adorable  Miss  Clappergo ! 

[ Exit  at  the  stage-door,  k. 

Jenny.  Adieu,  most  irritable  Sir  Roger  !  (Laugh¬ 
ing.)  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Davy.  (Laughing.)  He,  he,  he!  Ecod,  Miss 
Jenny,  that  were  a  tickler  ! 

Re-enter  LUCINDA,  from  No.  7,  c.  D.  F. 

Luc.  Bravo — bravo,  my  dear  Jenny  Transit  l 
The  work  goes  on  bravely.  He’s  almost  sick. 

Jenny.  ’Gad,  he  shall  be  sick  and  sorry  too 
before  I’ve  done  with  him  !  But  come,  my  dear, 
help  me  to  effect  the  metamorphose  of  a  fine  lady 
of  the  last  age  to  one  of  the  present. 

Luc.  Most  willingly,  my  dear.  I  vow  it’s  abso¬ 
lute  scandal  to  the  sex  to  disguise  a  young  woman 
in  this  way  ;  but,  however,  the  evil  is  all  outside, 
and  can  easily  be  shifted.  What  would  many  a 
wrinkled  spinster  give  if  she  could  resume  her 
youth  and  beauty  as  speedily  ? 

Sir  Roderick.  (Without,  r.,  calling.)  Davy! 

Jenny.  Hark!  He’s  returning!  Which  is  my 
room,  David  ? 

Davy.  Walk  into  Number  Two,  ma’am. 

Jenny.  Away,  my  dear  Lucy!  There’s  no  time 
to  be  lost.  ’Tis  true  the  enemy  has  been  beaten 
from  the  field,  but  he  may  rally  again,  and  you 
I  know  there  is  as  much  praise  due  to  the  general 
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who  follows  up  his  conquest  as  to  him  who  achieves 
the  victory. 

[Exeunt  Jenny  into  No.  2,  L.  1  em  and 
Lucinda  into  No.  7,  c.  d.  f. 

Davy.  (Laughing.)  He,  he,  he!  Ecod,  she  does 
just  as  she  likes !  Old  or  young,  merry  or  sad, 
master  may  talk  as  he  likes  about  accomplish¬ 
ments  and  stuff,  but  I  fancy  Miss  Jenny  will  ac¬ 
complish  more  than  he  gives  her  credit  for. 

Sir  Roderick.  ( Without ,  b.,  calling.)  Davy — 
Davy ! 

Davy.  (Crossing  to  b.)  You  may  come  out  of 
your  hiding-place.  Sir  Roderick.  She’s  caged. 

Re-enter  SIR  RODERICK  STRANGEWAYS,  at 
the  stage-door,  b. 

Sir  R.  You  have  got  rid  of  that  terrible  gabbler, 
Davy  ?  How  did  she  go  off  ? 

Davy.  Oh,  just  as  she  had  gone  on,  sir,  while  you 
were  here — gabble,  gabble,  just  like  ducks  in  a 
pond!  Lord,  sir,  she’d  be  a  nation  fine  mistress 
for  your  old  family  mansion,  and  if  your  honour 
should  marry  her  you  need  not  be  at  the  expense 
of  painting  her  picture ;  there  be  plenty  such  as 
she  among  your  maiden  aunts  and  great  grand¬ 
mothers  in  the  long  gallery,  sir. 

Sir  R.  Away,  you  impudent  varlet,  nor  treat 
my  female  ancestry  with  such  disrespect — away ! 

Davy.  Oh,  very  well,  sir  !  Your  good  old  uncle 
would  have  thanked  me  for  an  idea  that  would 
have  saved  him  a  penny,  but  this  be  a  prodigal 
age. 

[Exit  Davy,  L.  d. 

Sir  R.  No  muttering,  sir!  Was  ever  such  an 
eternal  talker,  and  to  so  little  purpose!  Oue 
would  think  I  dealt  among  the  muses.  My  first 
application  was  a  learned  sprig,  my  second  a  full¬ 
blown  literary  bramble  :  but  ’tis  scandalizing  the 
“  tuneful  nine  ”  to  carry  the  allusion  any  fnrther. 
If  these  are  the  samples,  I  fear  my  time  and  my 
metal  have  been  squandered  in  vain. 

Re-enter  DAVY,  at  the  stage-door,  l. 

Davy.  Oh,  sir,  such  a  beautiful  creature  coming 
up,  sir! 

Sir  R.  Beautiful  is  she  ?  What’s  her  name  ? 

Davy.  She  would  not  tell,  sir. 

Sir  R_.  Is  she  fair,  or  a  brunette? 

Davy.  I  did  not  see,  sir. 

Sir  R.  Is  she  young  or  old? 

Davy.  I  don’t  know,  sir. 

Sir  R.  Then  how,  in  the  name  of  Yenus,  Juno, 
and  Minerva,  can  you  call  her  a  beauty  ? 

Davy.  Why,  sir,  they  do  say  fine  birds  have  fine 
feathers,  and  if  that  be  true,  she  mun  be  a  down¬ 
right  beauty.  Here  she  be,  sir!  Oh,  the  pretty 
chicken ! 

[Exit,  L. 

Re-enter  JENNY  TRANSIT,  at  the  siage-door,  l., 
disguised  as  Lady  Dorothea  Dashly. 

Sir  R.  Madam,  permit  me  to  hand  yon  a  chair. 
May  I  know  to  whom  I  have  the  honour  of  ad¬ 
dressing  myself  ? 

Jenny.  You  are,  I  presume,  Mr.  Q.  X.  ? 

Sir  R.  The  same. 

Jenny.  As  I  have  the  pleasure  to  address  the 
principal  in  this  affair,  I  make  no  scruple  in  dis¬ 
closing  my  name.  My  card,  sir. 

Sir  R.  (Reading  the  card.)  “Lady  Dorothea 
Dashly.”  Madam,  you  do  me  much  honour.  The 
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weather  is  warm,  will  you  allow  me  to  disen¬ 
cumber  you  of  this  superfluous  covering. 

( Offering  to  take  her  veil.) 

Jenny.  Sir,  I  should  be  most  happy  to  be  re¬ 
lieved,  but  the  rules  of  decorum  scarcely  permit  it. 
Our  acquaintance  is  but  young,  Mr.  Q.  X.,  and,  as 
yet,  I  am  hardly  mistress  of  your  views. 

Sir  R.  They  are  rather  too  limited  at  present, 
madam — (pointing  to  the  veil) — but,  I  trust,  my 
entreaty  and  your  indulgence  may,  ere  long, 
extend  the  prospect,  and  make  us  better 
acquainted. 

Jenny.  There  are  but  few  things  necessary,  sir. 
I  am,  as  you  perceive,  an  earl’s  daughter,  and,  like 
many  others  of  that  rank  in  society,  it  is  all  I 
have  to  boast  of.  I  am  young— how  favoured  you 
are  yet  to  learn.  I  have  been  well  e-Iucated,  and 
fancy  I  could  be  rather  agreeable  where  my 
humour  was  studied,  and  very  fond  of  him  who 
would  strive  to  please  me. 

Sir  R.  (Aside.)  How  modest  and  yet  how 
explicit,  how  elegant  and  yet  what  humility  l 

“  Grace  is  in  all  her  steps — heaven  in  her  eye. 
In  every  action  dignity  and  love.” 

Dear  lady,  you  will  easily  imagine  that  I  have  not 
taken  this  step  without  the  hope  of  success;  but  I 
assure  you,  however  sanguine  my  expectations 
have  been,  they  are  realized — yea,  surpassed  by 
the  suavity  of  your  deportment,  and  the  conde¬ 
scension  of  your  demeanour.  Suffer  me  to  remove 
the  veil. 

Jenny.  No,  pardon  me :  as  yet  all  is  fair 
enough,  but  should  I  reveal  the  only  secret  I  have 
in  my  power - 

Sir  R.  The  conquest  would  be  complete,  and  I 
should  be  yours  for  ever. 

Jenny.  No,  no,  my  dear  Mr.  Q.  X.;  the  flame 
that  is  easiest  kindled  soonest  burns  out.  I  have 
a  little  ballad  on  the  subject.  I  see  you  have  a 
harp  here.  Are  you  a  musical  man  ? 

Sir  R.  No  performer,  but  an  enthusiast  in  my 
admiration  of  the  art.  The  instrument  is  my 
sister’s. 

Jenny.  Well,  then,  if  you  will  not  think  me  too 
bold,  and  will  promise  to  be  lenient  in  your 
criticism,  I  will  endeavour  to  give  you  the  trifle 
without  further  ceremony,  in  the  best  way  I  am 
able.  (Sits  down  to  the  harp.) 

Sir  R.  You  are  all  obliging.  (Aside.)  A  Yenus  ! 
What  a  hand  and  arm — how  delicately  they  set 
off  the  brilliants  that  encircle  them.  I  attend  your 
ladyship. 

SONG.— Jenny  Tbansit. 

Ye  lovers,  attend  to  my  song — 

Attend,  ye  whose  sensitive  hearts 

By  passion  are  hurried  along, 

Unheeding  the  pausrs  she  imparts. 

Arrest  her  sweet  progress,  I  pray, 

’Twill  save  ye  much  sorrow  and  tears ; 

For  the  love  that  is  born  of  a  day 
Is  too  feeble  to  linger  through  years. 

The  flame  that  burns  brightest  soon  dies — 

The  torrent  will  drain  its  resource — 

The  gaudiest  hue  soonest  flies — 

The  whirlwind  exhausts  all  its  force. 

Then,  oh,  let  your  bark  idly  stray, 

Where  the  calm  in  love’s  ocean  appears ; 

For  the  love  that  is  boni  of  a  day 
Is  too  feeble  to  linger  through  years  1 
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Sir  R.  Bravo,  bravo,  my  dear  Lady  1).  !  Sure,  ’tis  | 
mo  mortal  strain,  but  “soft  music  of  the  tuneful 
spheres  ” — my  soul  is  wrapped  in  ecstasy  and  love. 

I  am  subdued. 

Jenny.  Well,  my  good  Mr.  Q.  X.,  we  seem  to 
liave  a  better  understanding  of  each  other  than 
might  have  been  expected  from  so  short  an 
acquaintance.  You  appear  satistied,  and  I  cannot 
be  otherwise. 

Sir  R.  Your  ladyship  is  flattering.  G-rant  me 
but  the  favour  of  one  glance  from  those  beaming 
•eyes - 

Jenny.  It  must  not  be  !  Ere  I  can  make  a  final 
surrender,  it  is  necessary  to  capitulate.  Now,  pray, 
my  dear  conqueror,  state  your  terms. 

Sir  R.  Terras !  There  will  be  no  term  to  our 
happiness,  I  trust. 

Jenny.  That  looks  rather  evasive ;  however,  as 
you  seem  reluctant  to  mention  yours,  listen  to 
mine.  Universal  dominion,  a  handsome  jointure, 
a  sp'endid  equipage,  and  the  liberty  of  visiting, 
gallanting,  scandalizing,  gaming,  and  squandering, 
whatsoever,  howsoever,  whensoever,  and  whereso¬ 
ever  I  please.  These  are  1  he  privileges  due  to  my 
birth,  and  to  the  wife  of  Sir  Roderick  Strange- 
ways.  You  see  I  know  my  man.  Nay  ;  no  question 
•or  expostulation.  I’ll  grant  you  a  few  miuutes  for 
•consideration.  Allow  me  to  ret  re  into  this 
chamber.  When  your  mind  is  fixed,  you  may 
show  your  face;  and,  then,  if  you  accede  to  my 
wishes.  I’ll  show  mine.  Adien  ! 

[Exit  into  No.  3,  R.  d.  s.  e. 

Sir  R.  Here’s  an  end  of  my  period  of  celibacy. 
To  be  sure  the  terms  are  rather  hard.  Gaming 
and  gallanting!  Oh,  no;  by  the  beard  of 
Mahomet,  I  can’t  allow  those  two  articles  —  I 
must  try  to  dissuade  her  from  them  !  Oh,  Lady 
Dorothea— dearest  Dorothy — Dorothy  1  Why,  I 
vow  it  is  nothinig  more  nor  less.  Egad,  whenever 
I  dine  at  home  I  shall  think  myself  at  Dolly’s 
Chop-house!  It  is  a  wi-etched  taste,  certainly; 
but,  however,  the  odium  is  not  hers.  No ;  her 
sponsors  must  answer  for  that  along  with  the  rest 
of  their  responsibility,  and  then  Dorothea  is  not 
•so  much  amiss.  Lady  Dorothea,  if  I  can  but  ex- 
rpnnge  the  obnoxious  articles  our  treaty  is  com¬ 
plete.  (Loud  knocking,  l.) 

Jenny.  ( Without ,  l.)  I  tell  you,  Skip  Jack,  I 
will  go  up. 

Davy.  ( Without ,  l.)  I  tell  you,  ma’am,  I  must 
mot  admit  you. 

^Re-enter  DAVY  and  JENNY  TRANSIT,  at  the 
stage-door.,  l.,  disguised  as  Mrs.  Deborah  Grishin. 

Jenny.  Stand  aside,  you  varlet !  Vhat,  vould 
-you  come  for  to  go  to  wex  a  voman  of  my  respec¬ 
tability  ?  You’re  a  wile  willin. 

Sir  R.  What  doesithis  mean,  Davy  ? 

Davy.  Mean,  sir!  I  doesn’t  know  what  it 
means.  This  lady  declared  she  would  come  up, 
whether  or  no,  and  when  I  said  it  were  an  unpur- 
lite  act  she  threatened  to  interduce  her  claws  if  I 
•didn’t  stand  aside. 

■  enny.  Odd  rabbit  it,  sir.  Send  that  hare  im- 
■perent  war  let  out  o’  the  room.  I  viskes  to  say  a 
vord  or  two  to  you. 

Sir  R.  Davy,  leave  the  room. 

Davy.  E’es,  sir.  Ecod,  she  be  at  un  again  ! 

[Exit,  L.  D. 

Sir  R.  ( Handing  a  chair.)  Now,  madam,  at  your 
service. 

Jenny.  Yell,  sir,  you  must  know  as  how  my 
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name  is  Deborah  Griskin.  I  am  the  relies  of  poor 
old  Gregory  Griskin,  the  pork-butcher,  in  Vlte- 
chapel.  I’ze  young,  and  strong,  and  hearty,  the- 
Lord  be  praised  for  it.  I  has  no  cumberances, 
neither  chick  nor  child,  and  I  comes  for  a  hancer 
to  that  hai  e  letter— the  billy-dux  vat  I  sent  you 
by  the  twopenny  post,  concarning  love  and  matri¬ 
mony,  and  all  that  hare - 

Sir  R.  Zounds  and  fury,  here’s  a  transition! 
Why,  madam,  as  to  the  answer,  I  have  not  quite 
made  np  my  mind. 

Jenny.  Oh,  Muster  Q.  X  ,  don’t  be  partickler, 
’cause  vliy  I  is  nut!  My  poor  dear  Griskin, 
what’s  dead  and  gone,  used  to  wow  as  how  that 
Deb,  as  be  called  me,  vas  von  of  the  visest  and 
most  wirtuon.-est  vomen  about  our  neighbour¬ 
hood. 

Sir  R.  My  good  woman,  you  have  certainly  made 
some  mistake.  You  do  not  at  all  correspond  writk 
the  description  m  utained  in  the  advertisement. 

Jenny.  Vhy,  your  advertisement  vas  for  a  vife, 
vasn’t  it?  Veil,  aren’t  I  capable ?  Yon  vanted  a 
voman  of  family — veil,  my  father  bad  a  werry 
large  von,  sixteen  on  us,  boys  and  gals;  veil,  you 
talked  summut  about  accou.p  ishments — veil,  I  is 
reckoned  to  have  a  werry  capital  eddicatiOD.  I 
vent  twice  through  the  spellin’-book,  and  vorked 
a  sampleter  at  Mrs.  Tickletail’s  establishment  for 
young  ladies,  in  Petticoat  Lane;  and  then  I  had 
a  quarter’s  dancing  of  Muster  Hopkins,  in  the 
City;  and  for  driving  a  bargain  and  filling  the 
skin  of  a  sassage  there’s  not  my  feller  in  Lunnun, 
though  I  says  it  vot  shouldn’t. 

Sir  R.  Zounds,  woman !  I  say  yon  won’t  suit. 
Must  I  be  tormented  in  this  manner  ? 

Jenny.  Ob,  bless  you,  I  doesn’t  mind  all  that 
hai-e  !  i’ze  mortal  glad  vot  you  shows  your  temper 
aforehand — 1  likes  you  the  better.  But  I  sees 
you  are  rather  a  colt,  and  to  show  yoir  I  be  not 
come  for  to  take  yon  bin,  look  here.  See,  I’ve  got 
propei’ty — yes  ;  two  hundred  pound  beside  stock 
in  trade,  and  if  I  finds  you  banser  my  liexpecta- 
tion,  vhy,  I’ll  make  it  all  your  hown  the  morning 
harter  ve  be  spliced. 

Sir  R.  Damn  the  devil  and  all  bis  imps,  I  say, 
whether  in  petticoats  or  otherwise !  Here,  Davy, 
Davy!  (Crossing  to  L.) 

Re-enter  DAYY,  i.  n. 

Davy.  What,  another  customer  for  I,  sir  ? 

Sir  R.  Yes,  Davy  ;  in  the  name  of  patience  and 
decency  dispose  of  her  somehow  or  other. 

(Crosses  to  it.) 

Jenny.  (Rising.)  Vhy,  you  von’t  leave  me,  vill 
you  ? 

Sir  R.  Davy,  take  care  of  this  lady  till  my 
return.  Good-bye,  Mrs.  Griskin  !  Confusion! 

[Exit,  at  the  stage-door,  R. 

Jenny.  Good-bye ;  my  sarvice  to  you !  (Laughing.) 
Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Davy.  (Laughing.)  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Re-enter  LUCINDA,  from  No.  7,  c.  d.  f. 

Luc.  (r.  c.)  Excellent,  my  dear  Jenny!  What, 
routed  again  ?  You  deserve  to  be  a  field-marshal. 

Jenny,  (c.)  No,  merely  of  the  artillery  company ; 
this  is  one  of  my  great  guns.  My  last  attempt  was 
in  the  capacity  of  a  sapper  and  miner,  but  I  roust 
away.  Be  firm,  heart,  and  a  few  more  sallies  will 
complete  the  victory. 

[Exit  into  No,  4,  L.  l>.  s,  E. 
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Luc.  Well,  Davy,  if  our  plot  succeeds,  you  shall 

not  go  unrewarded.  ,  ,, 

Davy.  (l.  c.)  Oli,  Lord,  Miss  Lucinda,  don  t 
■mention  it !  I  is  a  champing,  as  master  says,  and 
lights  without  fee  or  reward. 

Luc.  Thou  art  a  valiant  body  containing  a 
generous  soul,  and  we  will  not  forget  thee. 

[Licit  Lucinda  into  No.  7,  C.  P.  F. 
Davy.  So,  they  are  gone,  and  now  for  master. 
(Crossing  to  r.)  Hollo,  sir,  I’ve  put  the  little  fat 
un  into  Number  Four! 

Re-enter  SIR  RODERICK  STRANGEWAYS,  at 
the  stage-door,  a. 

Sir  E.  Into  Number  Four  ?  Why  didn’t  yon  put 
her  into  the  street  ?  Ods  blood,  she  is  only  fit  for 
the  queen  consort  of  Wat  Tyler  or  Sir  Jeffery  ^ 

Dunstan!  .  ,  __  ,  , 

Davy.  Why,  do  you  know,  sir,  when  I  offered  to 
show  her  down,  she  swore  she’d  show  me  up;  then 
I  ax’d  her  if  she’d  allow  me  to  usher  her  into 
Number  Four,  and  says  she,  “  I  am  master  of  you 
and  your  betters.”  Then,  says  I,  “  Let  me  open 
the  door,”  and  she  told  me  to  shut  my  taty-trap. 
Oh,  what  a  rum  un  she  be!  (A  double  knock,  l.) 

Sir  li.  Someone  else  approaches ;  see  who  it  is, 
Davy. 

Davy.  E’es,  sir,  I  wool. 

J  [Bait,  n.  D. 

Sir  R.  I  get  weary  of  this  examination,  it’s  as 
bad  as  old  Falstaif  and  his  recruits. 

Re-enter  DAVY,  at  the  stage-door,  L. 

Well,  Davy,  who  have  we  now  ? 

Davy.  Why,  a  Frenchwoman,  Madmousle 
Marrowspoon,  I  think  she  calls  herte  f ;  she  says 
she  wants  a  genteel  home,  and  talked  something 
about  a  Moor,  bnt  whether  she  meant  a  blackey- 
moor,  I  can’t  say.  I’ll  call  her  up,  shall  I,  sir? 
Walk  up,  Miss  Marrowspoon — walk  up. 

Enter  JENNY  TRANSIT,  at  the  stage-door,  l., 
disguised  as  Mademoiselle  Marosyuieau,  a  i  rcnch 
jigurante. 

This  be  Madmoiselle  Marrowspoon. 

Jenny.  A.li,  vous  jiv^gz  tort,clGlri  liifirosQuicTi,  ug 
la,  voyez  vous,  de  la  a  votre  service  ! 

Davy.  (Aside.)  Oh,  very  well,  dealer  in  marrow- 
spoons  at  your  service  !  There  she  goes  again  ! 

*  [  Exit,  L.  D. 

Jenny.  Ah,  monsieur,  je  vous  demande  pardon. 
I  am  sorry  to  keep  you  on  little  demi-henre,  butde 
coche  m’a  detenu  by  de  break  of  his  vh.  el. 
J’espcre  que  vous  n’etes  pas  engagd.  Me  hope  de 
oder  ladies,  mes  rivaux,  uo  take  away  youi  heart 
from  me.  Antoinette,  votre  pauvre  Antoinette. 

Sir  R.  Ob,  non,  mu  chore!  (Aside.)  [she  looks 
interesting  ;  I  wonder  what  sort  of  physiognomy 

she  boasts  ?  . 

Je  ny.  Ah,  monsieur,  vous  ave*  raison.  You  no 
see  de  visage.  Eh,  bien,  dites  moi!  Tell  me  if  you 
have  de  love  for  me,  aud  den  me  show  you. 

Sir  R.  Ah,  my  dear  mademoiselle,  look  in  my 
eyes  and  read  the  torments  of  my  heart. 

Jenny.  Eh,  bien,  monsieur !  Allons  done— me 
make  de  conquete  and  me  draw  aside  de  curtain. 
Eh,  bien!  Viola! 

[She  dances,  takes  oft  the  veil,  and  exit 
into  r.  0.  5,  k.  d.  f. 

Sir  R.  What  grace,  what  elegance,  what  dignity, 
what  ease,  what  expression!  Aud  then  the  name 


— Antoinette !  Here’s  a  fixer!  A  perfect  grap- 
pling-hook,  that  sinks  deep  witlnn  my  breast,  and 
bids  me  own  her  lord  of  the  rich  territory.  In  her 
the  loves  and  graces  combine.  She  is  the  par  agon 
of  womankind!  Then  what  a  delicious  broken 
English!  How  sweetly  simpering.  Oh,  tis  plain 
I’m  overpowered!  Cupid  has  often  wounded  me 
before,  but  till  now  the  barb  has  never  taken  hold 
of  my  heart— I  feel  it  rankling  here -deep  as 
though  he  had  borrowed  an  ancient  cross-bow  to 
effect  his  purpose.  Heigho!  Who  would  have 
thought  that  a  few  turns  and  capers  could  have 
shaken  out  the  recollections  of  Lady  Dorothea— 
the  charming  Lady  Dorothy  ?  Dorothy  !  Antoi¬ 
nette  !  “ What  is  there  in  a  name?  Pronounce 

as  them  together,  Dorothea  sounds  as  well  as  Antoi¬ 
nette;  conjure  with  them,  Dorothy  will  raise  a 
ghost  soon  as  Antoinette.”  Oh, no,  no;  the  simile 
is  bad,  they  do  not  sound  equally  well,  aud  as  tor 
the  conjuration,  egad,  here’s  pretty  good I  prool 
what  spells  and  incantations  proceed  from  the  dear 
Frenchwoman!  (A  loud  single  knock.) 

Re-enter  DAVY  at  the  stage-door,  L. 

Davy.  Here  be  another  on  'em,  sir. 

Sir  E.  ‘‘Another,  and  another,  and  another! 
I’ll  see  no  more.” 

Davy.  Aye,  but  she  says  you  must  see  her.  She 
be  come  a  great  many  miles,  and  it  were  a  shame 
and  a  pity  to  disappoint  such  a  pretty  creature. 

Sir  E.  Pretty  is  she  ?  Are  you  sure  ? 

Davy.  E’es,  sir,  I  ha’  seed  her.  She  had  no 
curtain  over  her  face.  Oh,  such  a  delicate  cow¬ 
slip  ! 

Sir  R.  Well,  show  her  up  ! 

Davy.  E’es,  I  wool.  Walk  up,  my  little  cowslip  ! 

Enter  JENNY  TRANSIT,  disguised  as  Bridget 
Buckthorn. 

Jenny,  (l.  c.)  His  honour  will  see  me,  then  ? 
Oh,  how  happy  I  am  ! 

[Exit  Dam,  l.  d. 

Sir  R.  (c.)  By  heaven,  she  is  beautiful!  See 
how  the  roses  and  lilies  are  struggling  for  the 
supremacy  in  her  damask  cheek !  See  how  the 
gushing  cherry  emula' es  her  pouting  lip!  Flora 
and  Pomona  have  lavished  all  their  sweets  upon 
this  emblem  of  rural  innocence.  Pray,  my  dear, 
what’s  your  name? 

Jenny.  Buckthorn,  sir. 

Sir  R.  How  pastoral;  The  ancient  Ruth,  the 
Lively  Laviuia,  the  Shepherdess  of  the  Alps,  all 
must  yield  to  this.  But  your  Ouriatian  name,  my 
dear  ? 

Jenny.  Bridget,  sir. 

Sir  R.  Oh,  the  devil,  there’s  a  damper  !  Bridget 
— Bridget,  I  shall  never  get  over  that.  Oh,  no,  no  ; 
it  operates  like  a  pail  of  cold  water  on  a  fev,  r 
patient — it  cools  and  exhausts  at  the  same  time. 
So,  my  dear,  what’s  your  business  ? 

Jenny.  I’ve  no  business,  your  honour. 

Sir  R.  What  brought  you  to  town,  my  dear  ? 
Jenny.  The  fly-waggon,  your  honour. 

Sir  R.  Exquisite  simplicity!  “Nature,  when 
unadorned,  is  adorned  the  most !”  Innocence  a  d 
ingenuousness  are  the  truest  requisbes  for  connu¬ 
bial  felicity,  and  in  these  part.culars  she  is  ail 
accomplished. 

Jenny.  Yes,  sir,  that  were  what  brother  Ralph 
said  when  he  read  your  thingumbob  in  the  paper. 
“  You  are  accomplished,  Bridget,”  says  he,  “  and. 
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as  feytber  has  such  a  family  to  keep,  and  so  many 
on  us  unable  to  assist  him,  I  thinks  you  had  better 
go  to  Lunnun  and  try  your  fortin."  And  so  I 
coined,  your  honour. 

Sir  R.  The  Arcadian  age  revived ! 

Jenny.  Be  you  the  young  gentleman  who  wants 
to  make  ma — ma — teriinony  alliance,  I  think  bro¬ 
ther  Ralph  calls  it  ? 

'  Sir  R.  Yes,  sweetest  primrose. 

Jenny.  Oh,  then,  brother  Ralph  said  I  were  to 
tell  yon  all  I  can  do  !  In  the  first  place,  I  reads, 
writes,  hems,  sews,  and  spins ;  then  I  be  a  tolerable 
washer  and  ironer,  I  can  make  butter,  and  cheese, 
and  puddings,  and  pies,  brew,  bake,  pickle,  pre¬ 
serve — 

Sir  R.  Heaven  preserve  me,  what  a  pickle  I  am 
in  j 

Jenny.  Then,  sir,  in  the  second  place,  I  can 
comb  wool,  knit  stockings,  patch  old  breeches  and 
jerkins,  say  the  Church  catechism,  feed  pigs,  fatten 
poultry,  milk  cows,  and  make  a  rare  syllabub. 

Sir  R.  Oh,  that  I  were  sipping  a  syllabub  of 
your  manufacture  I  And,  my  little  Phillis,  is  this 
all  you  can  do  ? 

Jenny.  Yes,  sir;  but  I  am  very  willing  to  learn, 
and  will  try  to  make  myself  useful  in  every  com- 
paeity. 

Sir  R.  Delectable  good  nature  !  I  shall  endea¬ 
vour  to  put  your  abilities  to  the  proof,  my  dear. 
Jenny.  Thank  ye,  sir. 

Sir  R.  One  kiss,  you  little  charmer,  as  an 
earnest. 

Jenny.  La,  sir  !  Well,  sir,  one;  but  no  more  at 
present  from  your  humble  servant,  Bridget  Buck¬ 
thorn. 

Sir  R.  ( Kisses  her.)  Nectar,  by  Jove !  Jove— 
he’s  a  poor,  paltry  fellow,  and  never  had  such  a 
Hebe  as  this. 

Jenny.  I  vow,  sir,  you  buss  one  like  a  true  gen¬ 
tleman. 

Sir  R.  Step  into  this  room,  my  charming  little 
Buckthorn,  and  you  shall  find  me  both  gentle  and 
true. 

Jenny.  But  be  sure  that  yon  be’n’t  going  to  do 
anything  naughty,  though  ?  Brother  Ralph  told  I 
to  mind  what  I  were  about. 

Sir  R.  Oh,  never!  Step  in,  my  dear,  and  trust 
to  my  honour. 

Jenny.  Oh,  but  brother  said  I  must  take  care  of 
my  own  honour,  and  not  trouble  myself  about 
other  people’s. 

Sir  R.  I  will  hold  it  sacred  with  my  life.  Good¬ 
bye  ! 

Jenny.  (Court esying.)  Good-bye,  sir. 

[Exit  Jenny  into  No.  6,  l.  p.  f. 


WINNING  A  HUSBAND. 


|  Lucinda.  Come,  sister,  I  am  surfeited!  Enter 
upon  your  judicial  capacity,  and  set  the  question, 
for  ever  at  rest. 


Sir  R.  My  heart  is  precisely  in  the  situation  of 
a  country  disturbed  by  civil  war,  where  the 
opinion  of  that  party  predominates  which  is  last 
victorious.  On  one  side  is  the  fortress  of  Lady 
Dorothea ;  on  the  other  the  entrenched  camp  of 
the  enchanting  Antoinette  ;  while  here,  precisely 
in  the  centre,  the  forces  of  victorious  Bridget  are 
bivouacked  and  ready  to  renew  the  engagement. 
Ecod,  I’m  like  an  alderman  at  a  city  feast,  where 
the  profusion  is  great,  and  one  knows  not  at 
which  end  to  begin !  City  feast !  Egad,  a  good 
thought!  Her  ladyship  will  make  an  excellent 
standing  pie,  and  the  little  country  blossom  may 
serve  for  a  side-dish,  a  sort  of  a  lunch,  to  take  off 
the  keen  edge  of  one’s  appetite.  But  then  what’s 
to  become  of  the  French  fricassee?  Oh,  I’m  be¬ 
wildered  in  a  chaos  of  excellence!  Yonder  I  see 


Enter  LUCINDA,  from  No.  7,  c.  D.  f. 


Luc.  (c.)  What,  won’t  you  examine  a  few 
more  ? 

Sir  R.  (l.  c.)  Heaven  forbid  !  The  good  fill  me 
with  anxiety,  the  evil  with  disgust.  I  have  had 
enough,  and  to  your  arbitration  I  must  submit  at 
last.  Know,  then,  that  here  I  have  a  bonny  lassie 
from  the  Highlands,  interesting,  but  pedantic; 
here  a  poetical  old  maid ;  here  an  earl’s  elegant 
daughter ;  here  a  shrewd  butcher’s  widow ;  here 
a  graceful  French  terpsichore ;  and  here  an  inno¬ 
cent  sister  of  a  country  bumpkin. 

Luc.  Variety  enough  !  You  can’t,  surely,  be  at 
a  loss. 

Sir  R.  Yes,  but  I  am ;  the  difficulty  is  to  make 
the  selection. 

{Elc-J  £an  Pu^  *u  a  way  to  obtain  them  all. 

Sir  R.  Why,  Lucinda,  my  dear,  what  has  be¬ 
come  of  your  country  modesty  ? 

Luc.  It's  true ;  I  can  make  you  master  of  all  the 
interest,  poetry,  elegance,  shrewdness,  grace,  and 
innocence  which  at  present  bewilder  you.  Nay,  I 
vow  it,  and  all  united  in  the  single  person  ©f- 


by'  R-  Of  whom— Eloisa,  Petrarch’s  Laura,  the 
Maid  of  Orleans,  or  the  Beauty  of  Buttermere? 

Luc.  Of  my  dear  Jenny  Transit. 

Sir  R.  Psha !  The  very  name  chills  me;  it  runs, 
through  my  heart  like  a  stab  from  her  father’s 
rusty  old  broadsword. 

T  (-4  loud  double  lcnoclc ,  l.) 

Jenny.  (Without,  l.)  Arrah,  now  be  aisy !  I 
must  see  the  gentleman,  so  spare  yourself  the 
trouble  of  denying  him. 


Re-enter  JENNY  TRANSIT,  at  the  stage-door,  L., 
disguised  as  Ensign  Thaddeus  O’  Transit . 


Jeimy.  So,  sir,  I  presume  you  are  the  illegant 
JUr.  ^.A.  ?  By  my  soul,  you  are  well  titled,  for 
you  re  as  cross  as  the  one,  and  as  awkward  as  the 
other.  Nay,  sir,  don’t  splutter.  I'm  told  you 
have  my  sister  in  close  custody  here-(s hows  a. 
pistol)—  and  I  have  brought  this  little  writ  of 
habeas  corpus  to  set  her  at  liberty. 

Sir  R.  (c.)  Sir,  you  are  mistaken,  there  is  not  a 
person  of  your  country  in  the  house. 

.  .  sir>  there  is  no  necessity  for 

that .  My  sister  is  Euglish,  and  I  am  an  Irish¬ 
man  ;  no  matter  for  that,  she  is  my  sister,  and,  by 
my  soul,  we  should  have  been  twins  if  she  hadn’t 
made  a  slight  mistake  and  popped  into  the  world 
just  nine  months  before  me. 

Sir  R.  Pray ,  sir,  may  I  know  whom  I  have  the 
honour  to  receive  in  my  apartments? 

Jenny.  By  my  faith,  sir,  you  have  the  honour  to 

(VT™;?11  hf°TiUra^-,  ^How,  Ensign  Thaddeus 
0  Transit,  of  the  Kilkenny  Flamers,  sou  of 
Colonel  Transit,  and  brother  to  a  sweet  little  las* 
as  ever  brushed  the  dew  from  a  shamrock,  Jennv 
Transit  whom  I  have  traced  to  this  house,  and 
whom  I  intend  to  set  at  liberty  by  locking  her  up 
fast  in  these  arms.  b  p 

n'  T!\afideus  0 ’Tran sit !  Lucinda,  my  dear, 
^posture!  6an  °’Transit!  ^  must  be  an 

b/th^r  J“Posjor  •’  If  y°u  utter  that  word  again, 
by  the  left  hand  corner  of  St.  Patrick’s  right  eve 

I  11  impose  upon  you  in  a  way  that  may  prove  far 
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from  agreeable.  Sir,  the  wife  of  a  military  man 
cannot  bring  forth  children  when  and  wherever 
she  likes.  I  was  born  while  my  father  was  on  duty 
in  Dublin,  and  I  choose  to  add  the  O’  to  my  name 
to  preserve  a  family  distinction.  The  boys  of  old 
Ireland  deserve  that  honourable  continuation  at 
the  beginning  of  their  paternal  names,  for,  abroad 
or  at  home,  in  love  or  in  war,  they  are  sure  to 
make  their  opponents  cry  0  before  they  are  done 
with  them ;  and  that  will  be  your  fate,  honey,  if 
you  don’t  immediately  restore  my  dear  Jenny. 
Zounds,  sir,  you  must  be  a  perfect  Turkish 
Bashaw  for  your  host  informed  me  .you  had  six  or 
seven  ladies  with  you!  Surely  you  can  spare 

°UJ'ir  R.  I  pledge  you  my  honour  she  is  not  here ! 

Jenny.  Botheration,  sir,  I’m  not  a  pawnbroker, 
and  if  I  were,  such  a  dirty  article  as  you  offer  me 
is  not  worth  making  out  a  duplicate  for.  No,  sir, 
I’ve  nothing  to  do  with  the  three  balls,  two  will 
be  sufficient  to  give  us  one  of  a  quietus,  so  take  this 
little  gentleman— (p resenting  a  pistol) —and  put 
away  that  little  lady.  Go  to  your  post  at  the  other 
end  of  the  room,  and  I’ll  do  my  best  to  make  you 
as  dead  as  a  post  for  the  rest  of  your  life. 

Luc.  For  heaven’s  sake,  sir,  put  up  your  pis- 

t0 Jenny.  Oh,  yon  prefer  to  stay  and  see  fair  play ! 
Well,  my  dear,  don’t  be  alarmed,  I  11  kill  him  as 
quietly  and  elegantly  as  a  gentleman  would  wish 

l°Luc.  ( Taking  his  arm.)  Nay,  my  dear  Mr.  Thaddy, 
I  entreat  you  to  hear  a  little  reason. 

Jenny.  A  little  reason?  Well,  my  little  reason, 
I’ll  hear  whatever  you  have  to  say,  though  1  ttunK 
you  are  quite  big  enough  for  a  prune,  and  since 
ray  dear,  you  put  yourself  under  my  protection. 
I’ll  do  my  best  to  save  you  from  this  modern  Blue 
Beard.  Come  along  with  me,  honey,  and,  for  you, 
sir.  allow  me  to  say,  since  you  have  made  free 
■with  my  sister,  I  shall  take  yours  into  keeping. 
She’ll  make  a  very  pretty  hostage.  Come  along, 
my  little  reason,  show  me  to  your  chamber.  Ihe 
girls  often  tell  me  I  am  as  sweet  as  an  almond, 
and,  you  know,  almonds  and  raisins  are  best  to¬ 
gether,  so  a  fig  for  you,  old  Blue  Beard . 

[Exeunt  Lucinda  and  Jenny  Transit 
into  No.  7,  c.  d.  F.,  and  lock  the 
door. 

Sir  R.  Here’s  a  pretty  business  !  To  be  insulted 
in  my  own  apartments,  to  be  bullied  by  a  con¬ 
founded  Irish  brazen-face,  to  have  my  sister  forced 
away  before  my  eyes,  locked  up  in  a  chamber,  with 
a  fellow  whose  national  characteristics  are 
amorousness  and  impudence.  It’s  too  bad— its 
past  endurance,  and  all  this  for  the  odious  Jenny  . 


I  must  take  some  steps  to  recover  her.  Here 
Davy,  sound  an  alarum !  Bring  hither  your 
kitchen  poker,  it  will  serve  for  a  battering-ram. 

Davy.  (Without.)  E’es,  sir! 

Sir  R.  If  ever  it  should  be  my  lot  to  see  this 
odious  Jenny  more,  I  will  show  her  wit  i  w  a 
contempt  my  insulted  pride  can  treat  her.  y, 
Davy,  I  say,  I  glow  with  impatience— I  pant  l 
fume— I  rage — I  burn  ! 

Enter  DAVY,  with  a  red-hot  poker  and  burns  him. 

Davy.  I  expected  you  would,  sir. 

Sir  R.  Zounds  and  the  devil,  instantly  break 
open  yon  door!  A  vile  seducer  has  conveyed  my 

sister  there,  and  refuses  me  admittance.  .... 

Davy.  Ah,  them  sort  o’  folk  don’t  want  a  third 
person !  However,  we’ll  soon  bring  their  wicked 
deeds  to  light,  and  so  here  goes.  Come  forth,  thou 
vile  seducerer ! 

( Breaks  open  the  door  and  discovers 
Jenny  Transit,  in  a  morning-dress, 
and  Lucinda  seated  on  a  sofa. 

Sir  R.  What  do  I  see?  Where  is  he?  Who  is 
this  ? 

Enter  JENNY  TRANSIT  and  LUCINDA ,  from 
No.  7,  c.  D.  F. 

Jenny.  No  vile  seducer,  but  your  obedient  ser¬ 
vant:  .  „ 

Luc.  Jenny  Transit  at  your  service.  Come, 
brother,  I  told  you  I  could  put  you  in  a  way  to 
obtain  all  the  qualifications  you  have  admired  to¬ 
day,  and  now,  I  trust,  I  have  put  their  possessor 
in  a  way  to  obtain  you -  (Crosses  to  R.) 

Sir  R.  I  am  bewildered,  enchanted,  spell-bound  I 
It  is  she !  I  see  through  it  all,  she  has  put  on 
these  disguises  to  prove  to  me  how  superior  her 
talents  and  accomplishments  are  to  what  I  have 
given  her  credit  for. 

Davy.  Have  you  any  further  use  for  the  poker, 
sir  ? 

Sir  R.  Oh,  no,  never  mention  the  poker  again, 
T)a.vy ! 

Davy.  Well,  she  ha’  won  him  fairly,  that’s 
sartin!  Seven’s  the  main,  they  say,  and,  ecod,  to 
my  thinking,  she  ha’  acted  her  seven  parts  main 
well.  .  ,  , 

Sir  R.  The  odds  have  been  against  me,  and  I  ve 
lost  the  game. 

Jenny.  I  am  glad  to  find  you  submit,  and  now,  if 
the  gallant  cavaliers  will  forbear  to  quiz  us,  and  the 
fair  ladies  withhold  their  scandal,  we  may, 
perhaps,  repeat  our  game,  and  show  them  the  art 
of  Winning  a  Husband. 
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18  The  Rivals 

19  Damon  and  Pythias 

20  Macbeth 

21  John  Bull 

22  Fazio 

23  Speed  the  Plough 

24  Jane  Shore 

25  Evadne 

26  Antony  and  Cleopatra 

27  The  Wonder 

28  The  miller  and  his  men 

29  The  Jealous  Wife 

30  Therese 

31  Brutus 

32  The  Maid  of  Honour 

33  A  Winter’s  Tule 

34  The  Poor  Gentleman 

35  The  Castle  Spectre 

36  The  Heir-at-Law 

37  Love  in  a  Village 

38  A  Tale  of  mystery 

39  Douglas 

40  The  Critic 

41  George  Barnwell 

42  Grecian  Daughter 

43  As  You  Like  it 

44  Cato 

45  The  Beggars’  Opera 

46  Isabella 

47  The  Revenge 

48  Lord  of  the  Manor 

49  Romeo  and  Juliet 

50  Sardanapalus 

51  The  Hypocrite 

52  Venice  Preserved 

53  The  Provoked  Husband 

54  Clandestine  marriage 

55  Fair  Penitent 

56  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona 

57  Fatal  Curiosity 

58  Belle’s  Stratagem 

59  Manfred 

60  Rule  a  Wife,  &c. 

61  Bertram 

62  Wheel  of  Fortune 

63  The  Duke  ofpMilan 

64  Good-Natured  Man 

65  King  John 

66  Beaux’  Strntagcm 

67  Arden  of  Faversham 

68  Trip  to  Scarborough 

69  Lady  Jane  Grey 

70  Rob  Roy 

71  Roman  Father 

72  The  Provoked  wife 

73  The  Two  Foscari 

74  Foundling  of  ths  Forest 

75  All  the  World’s  a  Stage 

76  Richard  III 

77  Bold  Stroke  for  a  wife 

78  Castle  of  Sorrento 

79  The  Inconstant 

80  Guy  Mannering 

81  The  Busy-Body 

82  Tom  and  Jerry 

83  Alexander  the  Great 

84  The  Liar 


88  She  Would,  &c: 

89  Deserted  Daughter 

90  Wives  as  They  Were,  and 
maids  as  They  Are 

91  Every  man  in  his  humour 

92  Midsummer  Night’s  Dream 
91  Tamerlane 

94  Bold  Stroke  for  a  husband 

95  Julius  Cffisar 
23  All  for  Love 
97  The  Tempest 

9S  Richard  Coeur  do  Lion 
99  The  Mourning  Bride 

100  The  bashful  man 

101  Barbarossa 

102  The  Curfew 

103  Merchant  of  Bruges 

104  Giovanni  in  London 

105  Timon  of  Athens 

106  Honest  Thieves 

107  West  Indian 

108  The  Earl  of  Essex 

109  The  Irish  Widow 

110  The  Farmer’s  Wife 

111  Tancred  and  Sigismunda 

112  The  Panel 

113  Deformed  Transformed 

114  The  Soldier’s  Daughter 

115  Monsieur  Tonson 

116  The  Black  Prince 

117  School  for  Wives 

118  Coriolanus 

119  The  Citizen 

120  The  First  Floor 

121  The  Foundling 

122  Oroonoko 

123  Love  a-la-Mode 

124  ltiehard  II 

125  Siege  of  Belgrade 

126  Samson  Agonistos 

127  Maid  of  the  mill 

128  Ouo  o’clock 

129  Who’s  the  Dupe? 

130  Mahomet 

131  Duplicity 

132  The  Devil  to  Pay 

133  Troilus  and  Cressida 

134  Ways  and  means 

135  All  in  the  Wrong 

136  Cross  Purposes 

137  The  Orphan 

138  Bon  Ton 

139  Tender  Husband 

140  El  Hyder 

141  The  Country  Girl 

142  Midas 

143  Castle  of  Andalusia 

144  Two  Strings  to  your  Bow 

145  Measure  for  measure 

146  The  miser 

147  Haunted  Tower 

148  The  Tailors 

149  Love  for  Love 

150  Robbers  of  Calabria 

151  Zara 

152  High  Life  Below  Stairs 

153  Marino  Faliero 

154  The  Waterman 
165  Vespers  of  Palermo 

156  The  Farm-house 

157  Comedy  of  Errors 

158  The  Romp 

159  Distressed  mother 

160  Atonement  fringe 

161  Three  Weeks  after  Mar- 

162  Suspicious  Husband 

163  Dog  of  Montargis 

164  The  Heiress 

165  The  Deserter 

166  King  Henry  VIII 

167  Comus 


171  The  Carmelite 

172  The  Chances 

173  Follies  of  a  Day 

174  Titus  Androuicus 

175  Paul  and  Virginia 

176  Know  your  own  mind 

177  The  Padlock 

178  Constant  ouplc 

179  Better  Late  than  Never 

180  My  Spouse  and  I 

181  Every  One  has  his  Fault 

182  The  Deuce  is  in  lr;u 

183  Adopted  Child 

184  Love  rs’  Vows 

185  Maid  of  the  Oaks 

186  The  Duenna 

187  Turnpike  Gate 

188  Lady  of  Lyons 

189  Miss  in  her  Teens 

190  Twelfth  Night 

191  Lodoiska 

192  Earl  of  Warwick 

193  Fortune’s  Frolics 

194  Way  to  keep  him 

195  Braganza 

196  No  Song  no  Supper 

197  Taming  of  the  Shrew 

198  Spanish  Student 

199  Double  Dealer 

200  Mock  Doctor 

201  Fashionable  lover 

202  The  Guardian 

203  Cain 

204  Rosina 

205  Love’s  Labour  Lost 

206  The  Hunchback 

207  The  Apprentice 

208  Raising  the  Wind 

209  Lovers’  Quarrels 

210  Rent  Day 

211  Cronohotonthologos 

212  His  first  champagne 

213  Pericles 

214  Robinson  Crusoe 

215  He’s  much  to  Blame 

216  Ella  Rosenberg 

217  The  Quaker 

218  School  of  Reform 

219  King  Henry  IV  (1) 

220  Fifteen  Years  of  a  Drunk¬ 

ard’s  Life 

221  Thomas  and  Sally 

222  Bombastes  Furioso 

223  First  Love 

224  Somnambulist 


250  Mrs.  Wiggins 

251  Mysterious  husband 

252  Heart  of  Midlothian 

253  King  Henry  VI.  (3) 

254  Illustrious  Stranger 

255  Register  Office 

256  Dominique 

257  Chapter  of  Accidents 

258  Descarte 

259  Hero  and  Leander 

260  Cure  for  Heartache 

261  Siege  of  Damascus. 

262  The  Secret 

263  Deaf  and  Dumb 

264  Banks  of  the  Hudson 

265  The  Wedding  Day 

266  Laugh  when  you  can 

267  What  Next  ? 

268  Raymond  and  Agnes 

269  Lionel  and  Clarissa 

270  Red  crow 

271  The  Contrivance 

272  Broken  Sword 

273  Polly  Honeycomb 

274  Nell  Gwynne 

275  Cymon 

276  Perfection 

277  Count  of  Narbonno 

278  Of  Age  To-morrow 

279  Orphan  of  China 

280  Pedlar’s  Acre 

281  Mogul’s  Tale 

282  Othello  Travestie 

283  Law  of  Lombardy 

284  Day  after  the  woddintr 

285  The  Jew  ** 

286  Irish  Tutor 

287  Such  Things  Are 

288  The  Wife 

289  Dragon  of  Wantlev 

290  Suil  Dhuv 

291  Lying  Valet 

292  Lily  of  St.  Leonards 

293  Oliver  Twist 

294  The  Housekeeper 

295  Child  of  Nature 

296  Home,  Sweet  Homo 

297  Which  is  tho  man? 

298  Cains  Gracchus 

299  Mayor  of  Garratt 

300  Woodman 

301  Midnight  our 

302  Woman's  Wit 

303  The  Purse 

304  Votary  of  Wealth 

305  Life  Buoy 

306  Wild  Oats 

307  Rookwood 


225  All’s  Well  that  Ends  Well  308  Gambler’s  Fate 


226  Lottery  Ticket 

227  Gustavus  Vasa 

228  Sweethearts  and  Wives 

229  Miller  of  Mansfield 

230  Black-Eyed  Snsan 

231  King  Henry  IV  (2) 

232  The  Station-House 

233  Recruiting  Officer 

234  The  Tower  of  Nesle 

235  King  Henry  V 

236  The  Rendezvous 

237  Appearance  is  Against 

Them 

238  William  Tell 

239  Tom  Thumb 

240  The  Rake’s  Progress 

241  King  Henry  VI  (1.) 

242  Blue  Devils 

243  Cheats  of  Scapin 

244  Charles  the  Second 

245  Love  makes  the  man 

246  Virginias 

247  Sbhool  for  Arrogance 

248  Thu  Two  Gregories 
219  King  Henry  VI.  (2J 


309  Herne  the  unter 

310  “Yes!”  and  “No!’* 

311  The  Sea-captain 

312  Eugene  Aram 

313  Wrecker’s  Daughter 

314  Alfred  the  Great 

315 


/Virginia  mummy 
V  Intrigue 


316 


/  My  Neighbour’s  wife 
V  Married  Bachelor 

317  Richelieu 

318  Money 

319  Ion 

320  The  Bridal 

321  Paul  Pry 

322  Love -chase 

323  Glencoe 

aoa  /Spitalfields  weaver 
\  Stage  Struck 

325  Robert  Macaire 

326  Country  Squire 

327  Athenian  Captive 

3<,Q  /  Barney  the  Baron 
'  \  Happy  man 

329  Der  FreischuSB 
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330  llush  money 

331  East  Lynne 

332  The  Robbers 

333  The  Bottle 

334  Kenilworth 

335  The  mountaineer 
330  Simpson  and  Co. 

337  A  Roland  for  an  Oliver 
,.,o  /Siamese Tvviu* 

V Turned  Head 

339  Maid  of  Croissey 

340  Rip  Van  Winkle 

341  Court  Fool 

342  Uncle  Tom’s  Cabin 
gDeaf  ns  a  Post 
^Soldier's  Courtship 

344  Bride  of  Lammenu-Zor 

345  Gwynneth  Vaughan 

346  Esmeralda 

347 

348  Town  and  Country 
n iq  /Middy  Ashore 

‘  VMatteo  Falcone 
S50  Duchess  of  Multi 

351  Naval  Engagements 

352  Victorine 

353  Spectre  Bridegroom 

354  Alice  Gray 

/Fish  Out  of  water 
00  V Family  Jars 

356  Rory  O'More 

357  Zarah 

„,a  /Love  in  humble  Life 
408  \15  Years  of  Labour  Lost 
359  Dream  of  the  Future 
inn  /Mrs.  White 
Jb  ’  \  Cherry  Bounce 

361  Elder  Brother 

362  Robber’s  wife 

/Sleeping  Draught 
JbJ  VSmoked  miser 

364  Love 

365  Fatal  Dowiy 
/Bengal  Tiger 

,3bD  V  Kill  or  cure 

367  Paul  Clifford 

368  Dumb  man  of  Manchester 

369  Sergeant’s  Wife 

370  Jonathan  Bradford 

371  Gilderoy 

/Diamond  cut  Diamond 
6t-  V Philippe 

373  Legend  of  Florence 

374  David  Copperfield 

375  Dombey  and  Son 

376  Ward ock  Kennilson 

377  Night  and  morning 

378  Lucretia  Borgia 

379  Ernest  Maltravers 
oaf1  /Dancing  Barber 
osu  vpurning  tbe  Tables 

381  Poor  of  New  York 

382  St.  Mary’s  Eve 

383  Secrets  worth  Knowing 

384  Carpenter  of  Rouen 

385  Ivanhoe 

386  Ladies’  club 
/  Hercules 

J  /  ^  Bears  not  Beasts 

388  Bleak  House 

389  Colleen  Bavvn 

390  The  Shaughraun 

391  The  Octoroon 

392  Sixteen  String  Jack 

393  Burnaby  Rtidge 

394  Cricket  on  the  Hearth 

395  Susan  Hopley 

396  Way  to  get  married 

397  Wandering  Jew 

398  Old  Curiosity  Shop 

399  Under  the  G 

400  Jane  Eyre 

401  Raffaelle 

tnn  /Hunting  a  Turtle 
^Catching  a  Heiress 
/Good  Night’s  Rest 

4  V  Lodgings  for  Gentlemen 

404  The  Wren  Boys 
<«.  /Swiss  cottage 

405  (.Twits  1 
iOCClari 


/Sudden  Thoughts 
V. How  to  Pay. the  Rent 
408  Mary,  Queen  of  Scots 
nq  /The  Culprit 

\Boarding  School 

410  Lucille 

...  /  Four  Sisters 

411  \Nothiug  to  Nurse 

412  My  Unknown  Friend 
..o  /Young  widow 

4  \More  Blunders  than  One 
414  Woman's  Love 
..,  /A  Widow’s  Victim 
41 J  V.Bay  after  tlie  Fair- 
416  The  Jewess 
.._  /  Unfinished  Gentleman 
'  v Captain  is  uot  A-uriss 
418  Media 
4 i  n  /Tlie  Twins 
4iJ  VUncle’s  Card 
420  Martha  Willis 
,9,  /Love’s  labyrinth 
v Ladder  of  love 
422  White  Boys 

/Mistress  of  the  mill 
4"’J  V  Frederick  of  Prussia 
424  Mabel's  curse 
.9r  /Perplexing  Predicament 
4~J  VA  Day  in  Paris 

426  Rye-house  Plot 

427  Little  Jockey 

428 

429  Dumb  Conscript 

430  Heart  of  London 

431  Frankenstein 

432  Fairy  Circle 

/Sea-bathing  at  home 
4JJ  V Wrong  man 

434  Farmer’s  Story 

435  Lady  and  the  Devil 

436  Vanderdecken 

437  A  poor  youug  man 
/Under  which  king  ? 

4,58  VTobit’s  Dog 

439  His  last  legs 

440  Life  of  an  Actress 

441  White  horse  of  the  Peppers 

442  Artist’s  Wife 

443  Black  Domino 

444  Village  Outcast 

445  Teu  Thousand  a-Year 

446  Beulah  Spa 

447  Perils  of  Pippins 

448  Barrack  Room 

449  Richard  Plantagenet 

450  Red  Rover 

451  Idiot  of  Heidelberg 

452  The  Assignation 

453  Groves  of  Blarney 

454  Ask  no  Questions 

455  Ireland  as  it  is 

456  Jonathan  in  England 

457  Inkle  and  Yarico 

458  Nervous  man 

459  Message  from  the  Sea 

460  Black  Doctor 

461  King  O’Neil 

/ico  /Forty  and  Fifty 
4  j"  VTom  Noddy’s  Secret 

463  Irish  Attorney 

464  The  Camp 

465  St.  Patrick’s  Day 

466  Strange  Gentleman 

467  Village  Coquettes 

468  Life  of  a  woman 

469  Nicholas  Nickleby 
/Is  she  his  wife? 

4A)  VThe  Lamplighter 

471  Fernande 

472  Scamps  of  London 

473  Jessie  Brown 

474  Oscar,  the  half-blood 

475  Mary  Ducange 

476  Narcisse 

477  Little  Gerty 

478  Obi 

479  Austerlitz 

480  Grandfather’s  will 

481  Hidden  Treasure 

482  True  as  Steel 

483  Self-Accusation 


487 


489 


484  Crown  Prince 

485  Yew-Tree  Ruins 

486  Charles  O’Malley 
/Bandit 

VThe  snow  helped 
488  (  Jargonelle 
100  \A  marriage  noose 
/Lost  Pocket-book 
VTwenty  and  Forty 
jqq  /All's  Fair  in  Love 

V.  Woman  will  be  a  woman 
.q,  /Captain’s  Ghost 
4ai  V Hat-box 
492  (Xo.  15/  B 
\  Lovely 

,n,  /BowBell(e)s 
4 \ Mistaken 
4n,  /Locksmith 

V  Portmanteau 
495  Ruth 

491  Maid  of  Mariendorpt 

497  The  Turf 

498  Harlequin  hoax 

499  Sweeney  Todd 

500  My  Poll  &.  Partner  Joe 

501  The  King’s  wager 

502  Tower  of  London 

, /Monsieur  Jacques 
°  V  Plot  and  counterplot 

504  The  Birthday 

505  Grandfather  Whitehead 

506  The  Stone  Jug 

507  Jacob  Faithful 

508  JacK  Ketch 

509  Bold  Dragoons 

510  Remorse 

511  Old  house  at  home 

512  Jersey  Girl 

513  Ilaroun  AUnscliid 

514  Beggar’s  Petition 
/Own  Blue  Bell 

°  0  VGrimalkiu 
516  Paulina 
r,7  /Affair  of  honour 
VThe  Lancers 

518  St.  Patrick’s  Eve 

519  Mr.  Greenfinch 

520  The  hall  porter 

521  Prisoner  of  War 

/Matching-making 
VThe  Dumb  Belle 
523  Lucky  hovse-slioe 
r9,  /My  wife’s  dentist 
v Railroad  Station 
525  The  Schoolfellow 
/Woman-Hater 

V  Comfortable  Service 

527  You  can’t  many  your 

Grandmother 

528  Rochester 

529  Golden  calf 

530  Bride  of  Ludgate 
r«.  /Twice  Killed 

VA  Day  well  spent 

532  Tam  O  Shanter 

533  Woodstock 

534  Jack  Brag 

/  New  Footman 

V  King’s  Gardener 

536  Woman's  Faith 

537 

538  Joconde 

539  The  Steward 

540  Evil  Eye 

541  Sam  Weller 

542  Tekeli 

543 

544  Tbe  Roebuck 
/Little  Adopted 

°°  V Gentleman  in  Difficulties 

546  Wish-ton  wish 

547  Nick  of  the  woods 

548  Faith  and  Falsehood 

549  Lalla  Rookh 

550 

551  Otpe  Fault 

„„  /.Jacket  of  Blue 
odz  ^cousjn  peter 

553  Bubbles  of  the  Day 

554  Beau  Nash 

555  Fauvrette 


526 


556  Andy  Blako 

557  Blandie  of  Jersey 
,,a.  /Doctor  Dilworth 
00  -  V  Fellow  clerk 

559  Pascal  Bruno 

560  Wicklow  mountains 
r«,  /The  Pic-uic 

Rail  way  Hotel 

562  Fashionable  Arrivals 

563  Water-Party 

/Boots  at  the  Swan 
004  VLucky  Stars 

565  Walter  Tyrrel 

566  Izaak  Walton 

567  Wife’s  Stratagem. 
/Marceline 

out)  VThe  Da  tighter 

569  Field  of  Forty  Footstep® 

570  The  wigwana 

571  CramoudBrig 

-79  /Infant  Phenomenon 
VCaptain  Cuttle 

573  Faust 

574  Jack  in  tlie  water 

575  Man  and  wife 

576  A  House  Divided 

577  John  Smith 

r-a  /Long  and  Short 

0/  8  V Lydia’s  Inver’s  lodging: 

579  I  and  my  double 

580  Sons  and  Systems 

581  My  old  woman 

582  Life  of  an  Actor 

583  Chancery  Suit 

584  Bequeathed  heart 

585  My  wife — what  wife?- 
5J6  Blanche  Iieriot 

587  Lady  of  tbe  Lake 

588  Bill  Jones 

589  Americans  Abroad 
coa  /Pleasant  dreams 

VAdvice  Gratis 

591  The  Wedding  Gown. 

592  Dice  of  death 

593  The  Bottle  Imp, 

594  Lost  and  won 
525  Marriage 

596  Tbe  Three  Secrets 

597  Frederick  tbe  Great- 

598  A  libertine’s  lesson 

599  Jacques  Strop 

600  The  Charming  Pblly 

601  Life’s  a  lottery 

ano '  /Antony  and  Cleopatra. 
VThe  Party  wall 

603  A  cure  for  love 

604  Gissipus 

605  Helen  Oakleigh 

rnr  /Blue-F’aced  Baboon. 
b  VOurang-Outang 

607  The  White  Milliner 

608  Perourou 

609  The  Greek  Boy 

610  Robespierre 

611  The  Red  Farm 

612  Miser’s  daughter 

... ..  /Wanted,  a  Brigand) 
b  J  VClaude  Duval 

614  Camille 

615  The  Pride  of  Birth 

616  Mothers  and  daughera; 

617  Belford  castle 

r,9  /Duchess  of - 

blB  V Punch  out  of  town 

619  Thomas  A’Beokett 

620  Mazeppa 

621  Temptation 

622  Mary  Melvin 

623  A  Night  in  the  Bastille- 
fi9,  /Binks,  the  liagman 
b~4  ^  Dobson  and  Co. 

625  Tlie  Blind  Bargain 

626  J„ne,  the  Licensed 

Victualler's  daughter 
r97  /Bamboozling 

VThe  Sergeant’s  Wedding 

628  The  Game  of  Love 

629  Old  Maids 

630  Gustavus  the  Third 

631  The  Weathercock 

632  Turpin’s  Ride  to  York 
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661 

662 


633  Doves  in  a  Cage 
631  Ocean  of  Life 
635  Nina  Sforza 

/ Bardell  v.  Pickwick 
V'Two  Swindlers 

637  Ambrose  Gvvynett 

638  Hazard  of  the  Dio 

639  Peer  and  the  Peasant 

640  One  Hundred  Pound  Note 

641  Factory  Hoy 

642  Merchant  and  his  Clerks 

/Living  Statues 
\My  Sister  Kate 

644  Cavalier 

645  Lottery  of  Life 

646  False  and  Constant 

647  Who’ll  Lend  me  a  Wife 

648  'Twould  Puzzle  u  Con- 

648  Devil’s  in  It  (juror 

650  Love's  Sacrifice 
/Painter  of  Ghent 

651  V102 

652  Man  for  the  Ladies 

653  You  Know  What 

654  Gipsy  King 

655  Court  and  City 

656  Gertrude's  Cherries 

657  Legerdemain 

658  English  Etiquette 

659  My  Wife’s  Mother 
/Humpbacked  Lover 
YPatter  v.  Clatter 
/Truth 
[Ringdoves 
/Dowager 
VWhy  did  you  Die? 

663  Love  of  a  Prince 

664  Fanchon,  the  Cricket 

665  Secretary 

666  Bringing  Home  the  Bride 

667  Charles  the  First 

668  Moonshine 
ficq  / Angeline 

J  V  Divorce 

670  Brian  Boroihme 

671  Noyades 

672  Inez  de  Castro 

673  Love,  Law,  and  Physic 

674  Heiress  of  Bruges 

675  Climbing  Boy 
/Married  Bake 
[Conquering  Game 

677  Haunted  Inn 

678  Comfortable  Lodgings 

679  Two  Friends 

680  French  Spy 

681  Provost  of  Bruges 

682  Lone  Hut 
/Peter  Smink 

888  [Mrs.  Smith 

684  Handy  Andy 

685  Michael  Erie 

686  Old  Parr 

687  Tarnation  Strange 

688  Royal  Oak 

689  Rose  of  Arragon 

690  Halvei,  the  Unknown 

691  John  of  Procida 
coo  /Serenading 

8'  “  [Middle  Temple 

693  Promise  of  Marriage 

694  Chain  of  Gold 

695  Beggar's  Daughter 

696  Battle  of  Waterloo 

697  Phantom 

698  Gil  Bias 
/My  Wife’s  Out 
[Borrowing  a  Husband 

700  Arajoon 

701  Forced  Marriage 

702  Yalsha 
/Behind  the  Scenes 

[hb 

704  Linda,  the  Pearl  of  Savoy 


719 


699 


703 


706  Roll  of  the  Drum 

707  Ambassador’s  Lady 

708  Spring  and  Autumn 

709  Close  Siege 

710  Louison 

711  Our  Village 

712  Tempter 

713  Love’s  Frailties 

714  Surgeon  of  Paris 

715  Lord  Darnley 

716  School  for  Grown  Chil¬ 

dren 

717  Riches 

718  Devil  in  London 
(M.P.  for  the  Rotten 
-?  Borough 
(Grey  Doublet 

720  Leola  Colomba 

721  London  by  Night 

722  Christmas  Carol 

723  London  Banker 

724  Master  Humphrey’s  Clock 
-,)rj  /Omnibus 

V Mayor  of  Rochester 

726  Game  of  Life 

727  Deserted  Village 

728  Old  and  Young  Stager 

729  Follies  of  Fashion 

730  Romance  and  Reality 

731  Last  Shilling 

732  Torn  Bowling 

733  Love  Extempore 

734  Devil  on  Two  Sticks 

735  Maiden’s  Fame 

/How’s  your  Uncle 
[Mistaken  Story 

737  In  the  Wrong  Box 

738  Martin  Chut  zle wit 

739  Lilian,  the  Show  Girl 
/Man  about  Town 

‘  \My  Friend  the  Captain 

741  Signal 

742  Whitefriars 

743  Young  King 

744  Queen’s  Champion 

745  Cajsar,  the  Watch-Dog 

746  Ondine 

747  Comrades  and  Friends 

(  Personation 

748  /Antony  and  Cleopatra 
(  Married  and  Settled 

749  Mary  Stuart 
a  /Petticoat  Government 

/0U  v’Tis  She 

751  Corsair’!?^ Revenge 

752  Corsican  Brothers 

753  Blind  Boy 

754  Ben,  the  Boatswain 

755  Rich  and  Poor 

756  Dumb  Guide  of  the  Tyrol 
/British  Legion 

‘  ’  V Rifle  Brigade 

758  Love  Laughs  at  Locksmiths  829  Last  Days  of  Pompeii 

759  Sempstress  830  Luke  the  Labourer 

760  Nelson  831  Death  Fetch 

761  Daughter  of  the  Regiment  832  Maid  of  Athens 

833  Beggar  Boy  of  Brussels 

834  Scholar 


_  /Day  at  an  Inn 
*  ‘  ”  [Gentlemaa  in  Black 
777  Double  Gallant 
7_H  /Aldgate  Pump 
“  [Bump  of  Benevolence 

779  Philosophers  of  Berlin 

780  Tale  of  Two  Cities 

781  Ambition 

-a.,  .  Queer  Subject 

tv>i  [Deeds  of  Dreadful  Note 

783  Y’outhful  Queen 

-a.  /Teddy  the  Tiler 

/8i  [Born  to  Good  Luck 

785  Hard  Times 

786  Spare  Bed 

787  Wager 

788  Fair  Rosamond 

789  Notoriety 

790  Factory  Strike 

791  Point  of  Honour 

792  Shakspeare’s  Early  Days 

793  Folly  as  it  Flies 

794  St.  Clair  of  the  Isles 

795  Mutiny  at  the  Nore 

796  John  Overy 

797  Two  Fishermen  of  Lynn 

798  Mysterious  Stranger 

799  Education 

800  Don  Caisar  de  Bazan 

801  Single  Life 

802  Married  Life 

803  Dream  at  Sea 
sni  ^Oar  Mary  Anne 

[Mischief-Making 

805  Agnes  de  Vcre 

806  Wreck  Ashore 

807  Boyne  Water 

ana  /Shocking  Events 

808  [Dead  Shot 

809  Lesson  for  Ladies 

810  Love  and  Murder 

811  Rural  Felicity 

812  Presumptive  Evidence 

813  Poor  Jack 

814  Abelard  and  Holoise 

815  Duchess  de  la  Vaubuliere 
/John  Jones 
[Christening 

817  Isabel 

818  May  Queen 

819  Chimes 

820  Home  Again 

821  Henriette,  the  Forsaken 
qoo  /Irish  Lion 

[Brother  Tom 

823  Rake  and  his  Pupil 

824  Pet  of  the  Petticoats 

825  Marianne,  the  Child  of 

Charity 

826  Toodles 

827  Green  Bushes 

828  Don  Juan 


816 


762  Momentous  Question 
7fi„  /Review 
‘  '  [Sylvester  Daggerwood 

764  Love  and  Loyalty 

765  Delusion 

766  Quid  pro  Quo 

767  Charcoal  Burner 
/Gemini 

[Lying  in  Ordinary 
769  Rose  of  Ettrick  Vale 
/Valet  de  Sham 
[My  Valet  and  I 
771  Dream  of  Fate 
/Maidens  Beware 
‘  [Pink  of  Politeness 
773  Ancestress 

_ ,  /Is  he  Jealous? 

‘  ‘  [Three  and  the  Deuce 
775  Loss  of  the  Royal  George 


768 


770 


866 


849  Dame  de  St.  Tropez 

850  Husband  at  Sight 

851  Time  Works  Wonders 
a,„  /Kiss  in  the  Dark 

V Match  in  the  Dark 

853  llow  to  Grow  Rich 

854  King  of  the  Alps 

855  Our  New  Governess 

856  Victorine 

857  Mysterious  Family 

858  Hasty  Conclusions 

859  Leah  the  Forsaken 

860  Ladies’  Battle 

861  Jacopo  the  Bravo 

862  Peter  Bell  the  Waggoner 

863  The  Bear-Hunters 

864  Josephine,  the  Child  of 

the  Regiment 
u„,  /Popping  the  Question 
60  [Snapping  Turtles  IPail 
/Maid  with  the  Milking 
\ Billy  Taylor 

867  Theodore  the  Brigand 

868  Cabdriver 

869  Follies  of  a  Night 

870  Secret  Service 

871  Charles  the  Twelfth 

872  Doom  of  Marana 
Q-o  /Welsh  Girl 

16  \  Pleasant  Neighbour 

874  Spanish  Curate 

875  Vampire 

876  Brigand 

877  Child  of  the  Wreck 

(Faint  Heart  Never  Won 

878  -j  Fair  Lady 
(Peculiar  Position 

879  Merchant’s  Wedding 

880  Woman  Never  Vext 
ovii  /T*'ip  to  Kissengen 

881  V  Garrick  Fever 

882  Who’s  your  Friend  ? 

883  Court  Favour 

884  Regent 

885  Ransom 

886  Paris  and  London 
/Hasty  Conclusion 


887 


[Handsome  Husband 


897 

898 

899 


835  Forgery 

836  Uncle  John 

837  Ellen  Wareham 

838  Open  House 

839  Second  Thoughts  lat-Law 

840  Nicholas  Flam,  Attorney- 

841  Snakes  in  the  Gruss 

nfo  /23,  John  Street,  Adelphi 
V Thimble  Rig 

843  Sheriff  of  the  Country 

844  Happiest  Day  of  My  Life 

845  Weak  Points 

846  Good  Husbands  make 

Good  Wives 

847  Duchess  de  la  Valliere 
a,,,  /Damon  and  Pythias 

848  VTwo  Queens 


888  Two  Figaros 
„aq  / Cabinet  Question 
003  VPriuter’s  Devil 

890  Grist  to  the  Mill 

891  Green-Eyed  Monster 

892  Reputation 

Sqo  /Captain  of  the  Wateh 
VPromotion 
894  Returned  “  Killed  ” 
on .  /  Loan  of  a  Lover 
'  V  Somebody  Else 
896  All  in  the  Dark 

/My  Daughter,  Sir! 

VMy  Great  Aunt 

(Court  Beauties 
Peter  and  Paul 
/  Jenkinses 

VMy  Friend,  the  Governor 
900  Bonnie  Prince  Charlie 
901  Memoirs  of  the  Devil 
902  Ruy  Bias 
903  The  Delinquent 
904  Chain  of  Guilt 
905  Life  as  It  Is 

(One  Hour 
Matrimony 
907  Smuggler  Boy 
908  Exchange  no  Robbery 
909  Freemason 
910  Simon  Lee 
911  Dramatist 
ni  q  /  All  at  Coventry 
VPoor  Soldier 
913  Dream  Spectre 
mi  /He  Lies  like  Truth 
[State  Secrets 


906 


305  Lost  Ship 

Eaeli  Play  is  Illustrated,  and  printed  from  the  Original  Work  of  the  Author,  without  Abridgment. 
To  the  Theatrical  Profession,  Amateurs,  and  others,  this  edition  is  invaluable,  as  full  stage  directions 
costumes,  &c.,  are  given.  All  the  back  numbers  are  in  print,  and  can  be  purchased  separately,  one 
penny  each,  or  per  post,  l-J-d.  [London  :  J<4hn  Dicks,  313,  Strand.  All  Booksellers. 
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A  NEW  ALPHABETICAL  AND 
CLASSIFIED  CATALOGUE 

Giving  full  particulars  of  every  number  of 

DICKS’  STANDARD  PLAYS 
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;o  arranged  as  to  show  at  a  glance  the 
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